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| | A it was Acted at the Theatre-Royal, in 
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MARLBOROUGH. 


HE following Play ſeems 
== naturally to claim the Pa- 
tronage ofa Lady, for which 

zS| Reaſon no true Engliſhmar 

== Will wonder that the firſt 
5 pPerſon who occurred to my 
Thoughts on this occaſion ſhould be the 


1 


Dutcheſs of Marlborough. —- N 
125 6 þ 
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Not all the Secutity we enjoy by or 
ſafe and honourable Peace, can make us 
unmindtul of the Gratitude we owe to 
your Name. All the Bleſſings which have 
been procured for us by our late Treaties, 
are not greater, than what might have 
been expected from the long Courſe of 


the Duke of Marlborough's Vitories. | 


If we are at leiſure to cultivate the 
Politer Arts, if our Trade flouriſhes, if 
our Credit riſes both at Home and A- 
broad, if we have obtained a general 
Peace for our Allies, if the Cetalaus are 
obliged to us for our Protection, the Ger- 
. mans ſor our Faith, and the French for 
| our Generoſity; who could have promi- 
ſed to themſelves leſs Honours and Ad- 
vantages for their Country, from the ma- 
ny Glorious Campaigns and uninterrupted 
Succeſſes'of our late Great General. 


It has been often obſerved, that when 
the French have been worſted in the Field 
they have ſaved themſelves by Treaties; 
but ſuch are the conſummate Abilities of I 
our preſent Miniſters, that the World is 
as much aſtoniſh'd at their Negotiations, Þ . 
5 | ab” 


\ 


The Dedication. 9 [ 


zs it was before at the Duke of! Allis 
PF * Conqueſts. 1 * 


There are indeed too many among us, 
who are apt to be affrighted at every 

| | .thing that ſeems to threaten our Religion | 
f and Liberties; but why ſhould private ; 
Men believe themſelves in any Danger { 
from the Pretender, when the Govern- 

ment is not apprehenſive of it ? But this 

© i. is certain, we have leſs Reaſon to be ſo, 
if while He is till living who has ſo often 
\- | defeated the Ambition of France, and 


5 broken its beſt concerted Meaſures. 
r- Ambag the many eminent Virtues 
r | which 1 might here take occaſion of ce- 


i-F lebrating in your Grace, I ſhall only ſingle 

4 Hout that which | believe your Grace will 

a” ebe moſt delighted to hear mentioned, I 
mean that truly conjugal Friendſhip and 

Affection with which you accompany this 

{ Great Man in His Abſence from His na- 

nj tive Country, and ſhare with him in all. 

d the Cares and Inquietudes his Extraordi- 

1 nary Merit has brought upon him. 
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That You may have many Years in re- 
ſerve for your own mutual Happineſs, 
as well as for your Country's Good, is 
the hearty Defire of every honeſt Man, 
and particularly of, Madam, T 
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E following \TaaczDy was : 


* Ori ginally Written in French by 
= the” celebrated Monſieur Ra- 
| cixzx,” whoſe Maſter- Piece it is juſtly: ac- 

counted; and aving been.” rranUlated 


into Egli, with conſiderable Addis = 
ions, by Mr. Bo YER, and paſs'd the 
boerrection and Approbation of the late fa- 
.. | mous Mr. Dxrpen, and ſeveral other 
. | Perſons diſtinguiſh'd' as well by their 
| Wit and Learning, as by their Tafte and 
"| Diſcernment, was acted with general Ap- 
| plauſe, towards the End of the Year 
1699, and Beginning of 1900. The 
Reaſons why this Excellent PL AV ſtopt, 
| on a ſudden, in a full Career; are, in | 
dome Meaſure, accounted for in Mr. 2 
= Borxx's Preface: To which he might | 
1 A 2 — | 


have added, That the Dutcheſs of 
= MaxLBOROUGH, Who at that Time bore 
ant Irreſiſtible Sway, beſpoke the Comedy 
| then in Vogue, during the Run of 
Iphigenia in Aulis; And that this Tragedy 
| receiv'd no ſmall Prejudice, from the Per- 
_ ſon that aQed Eriphile, who funk unde 
| the Weight of ſo great a art. 


This Traczpy having lain dormant. 
for many Years, was lately revived, in 
the moſt IxxEGULarR MaNNEeR, that 
| | was ever known or practiſed either on 
F . ParNnassus, by Posts; or on the Sr ax, 
by Acroxs. The Town has alread 
done Mr. Bor EA ſome Juſtice, by Dif 
5M covering the Impaſalan, and by Finding 
AS out, that the VICTIM was no other 
than Achs and IPHIGENIA ..In 
Auris. The Publiſhing a: SzconD Epi. 
rio of this Pl, (which was out of 
Print) is ſufficient to jultify the Judg- 
ment of the: Publick, and: vindicate 
Mr. Beyer's Right. But the manner in 
which his Performance, and. Himſelf, 
have been abuſed is ſo flagrant. and in- 
furious, that he deſigns, in few Days, to 
publiſh a ſhort Duss RT ATIOxN, on the 
PRESENT. MANAGEMENT of th $TAGE, 
Addreſſed to My Lord CHAMBERLALNy 


wherein he ſhall ſet in a true Light, 
454 * Fa ; | the 


n re 


- 7 uire into the Reaſon 
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| ne L elde Cakatdpantatt of 
ſuch Unfair Prattiſes both of ſome Wri- 


ters and Players; and in particular, in- 

in 131 ; Wiy Mr. Wilks 
eclin revive, this very edy, 
for the . of the 1 4 
D' Auuoxx, Who, by his Secretary 
Mouſicar PAzzz: NADAI, had Intimated 
to Mr. Beyer, his Deſire to ſee it repre- 
ſented; Which Mr. Beyer 9 to 
We Wilks ' of 


_ 


tt. | 
= : 
* 
* f 
4 1 = 1. 
2 k 
* 6 i 
ME 
1 8 e 
3 
1 - 
Fo FT 
"ty; 4 
£ r 
* 
"x * 
: 
* 
9 f * « 
y ; F * Fs 4 
* — "*# 
k \. +4 } 
* £ % N 
E = 
'F 4 OE 
: © YR © 1. 
14 þ 4 


x Jes WE 
— 
— —y„—a .: 2 
. * 


bo WW Eeaon,.. * : 
. — — 
1 / ft 
. * 


* 
rr 


10 THE, 


V4 A. © & 


„Nenn Ns Feb 
PLAGIARY= 
__ [vi Ou 


7 #7? 
1 


IPHIGENIA 


= . 8 — 1 k * wy g 8 * : 4 — 

4 = ; » — 4 © © - <4 q » 4 5% . 

1 8 

149% 1 L : I f 
4 * 4 k ” + 1 


Ain is Rgcive s and Boyer's Labouring Wit? 

The one Improving what the other Writ: 

Both fall a Sacrifice to thy Third-Day 

And Lovely Jphigenia is thy Prey. 

Nor knows the Nimph if ſhe ſhould more deteft 

Calchas or Thee; the Pirate or the Prieſt? 

Her ancient Tears and Griefs, from him proceed 

Who brought Her to Diana's Shrine to bleed: 

But that She Monrns uzpitied in her Woes, 

The Wretched Virgin to thy Dulneſs owes. 
Her Life alone was Wicked Calebas's Aim: 

Thou toucheft a. yet tenderers Part, her Fame. 
Thy Thefe has all her Grace and Luftre ſoif'd ; 
Thou Stole the Beauty firft, and after poi d. 

3o fares it with that deſperate Band, who live 
On Prey and Rapine, and by Injury thrive. 
Thoſe whom they Wrong, with Hatred they purſue, 
OT I ET Or Ins 
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DEDICATION 
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| Bxaurir UL and IN GENIOus 


D g without one, as a Beau in the 91 
eee Box Without a long Wig. 


288 Yet I muſt freely own, that 5 


greateK Trouble this Tragedy gave me, was 


e fixing it on a proper Perſon to Patronize it · 
oſe Merit entitles them to theſe ſo- 

lemn Addreſſes, are n unwilling to have 

uch who are moſt 

fond of ſeeing their x Pr and Encomiums 

prefix d to a Play, do commonly faſten upon 

dalous Character or à vile 


They w 


their Names ex and 


the Poet the ſcan 
Flatterer. 


One of my Friends advis d me to offer this: 
Piece to a great Lord; but not being Secretary 
to his Miſtreſs, I was afraid of meeting with a 


cold Reception. — would per ſuade me 
to 
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ee that a Play makes as ill a Figure a 
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DEDICATION. 
co Dedicate to a Courtier; but I am either too 
Modeſt, or too Proud, to appear with a cringing 
Aſſurance at a Levee; and too gteata Lover o 
| Truth to commend a Fop in Favour. Another 
on would have me Addreſs to a Beau Knight; but 
0 he being lately broke at Baſſet, and his Taylor's 
1 and Perwig makers Bills coming thick upon 
him, 1 was unwilfing to put in for one amongſt 
his needy Vilitants, Laſtly, a fourth would 
have engag'd me to make my Achilles and Iphige- 
nia. court the ſhelter of ſome Rich Citizen; 
but my Maſe was too aſpiring to proſtitute her- 
ſelf to a Plebeian. 
Thus having review'd all Patrons of all 
Ranks, and mature ly conſider d the ſeveral piti- 
ful Means by which ſome Poets intrude into 
their Protection, I was induc'd, for many Rea- 
ons, to lay this Tragedy on fair Dzava's Shrine. 
Firſt of all, as ancient Poets tell us, the @reek 
igeni« owning its Preſervation to Diana in 
Aulis, 1 hope the Perſon who is willing to bor- 
row the Name of that Goddeſs, will likewiſe 
receive the Engliſh Iphigenia under her Patro- 


nage. © i 
. Beſides, by thus prefering your feign'd Name 
to this Play, I ſpare my ſelf the Trouble of a 
begging Viſit, and you the Sight of a Dunning - 
- Dedicator. 85 e | 
But, Madam, the moſt prevalent Motive with 
me is, That J may — you without being 
ſuſpected of Adulation, or making your Mode- 
ſty uneaſy. I may freely proctaim to the World, 
that you make Conqueſts by your Beauty, and 


ſecute them by your Wit; that your Senſe equals 
your Wit, and thet your = Humour is inferi- 
our to neither. I may bold y fay, that you are free 


with 


0 ; 
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DEDICATION. 
with Innorence ; Modeft, without Affectation; 
and Virtuous, without Pride. That at once you 
command Love and Reſpect; and that nothing 
ſurpaſſes the Charms of your Converſation, bur 
your admirable way of Writing. 

Nay, I might take a greater Latitude with 
on than any Poet ever did with his Patron, for 
! might tell you of your Faults, and reproach: 
_ cruel Indifference, not to ſay, Ingratitude. 


1] might confirm my conſtant Love to you, and 


expoſtulate your broken Promiles of eternal 
Friendſhip. I might remind you of your Ler- 


ters, without pang, 598 to the Blaſh, or in- 


curring my ſelf the Charge of Indiſcretion, ſince 
nothing can be more ſecret, than what 1 now 
ſpeak in Publick. _— | 


I 


All theſe Advantages | find in Dedicating to 


my charming Diana; and if ſhe proves fo kind 
as to bleſs me once more with her endearing 
Company, Iwill eſteem this Epiſtle better re- 
warded than any I writ in my Life. I remain. 
with all the Sincerity of a Lover and a Poer, 


Charming D IAN A, 


_ «From behind the Tour moſt devoted 

Scenes in Drury-· lane, | ©, oo 

Fax, the 101b, 1700. _ bumble Servant. 
GY A. BOYER- 
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Jace rs, like myſt Lovers, are apt to boaſt 
ii be Favours, or complain of the Fi- 
Kel gour of their Miſtreſs, tbe Town: 


* 
—— — 


"muſt own my ſelf oblig' d to the Civility of the Engliſh 
Nation; for on ibis Occaſion, as on many others, I found 
 #bar the Imputation of being inhoſpitable and rude to 
Strangers, -which Horace charges on the Britons, 
reaches no bigber than tbe Mod. 5 : 

Some of my Friends wonder d that a Play whith ww 
'aFed with ſo. much Applauſe, ſhould ſtop ſo ſoon in its 
Career. The Reaſon of it is obvious: Thus Tragedy came 
out upon the Neck of another of the ſame Name, which 
being the Product of 4 Giant-Wit, and 4 Giant-Cri- 
| tick, like Horace's Mountain in Labour, bad miſerably 
balk'd the World's Expectation; and moſt People having 


| | ol 

| l For my part, I am too diſcreet a Lo- 
10 be, 10 boaſt, and too young 4 Poet 
1 Ebbs complain; and ibo the Firſt Run 
| | — of this. Play was but ſhort, .yet ] 
| 
| 
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ture their Patience at Drury lane; upon a falſe Suppoſe- 


they differ noleſs than.a young, aing;irgin, from a ſtale, 


antiquated Maid. | „ rj te 7 
Another. Difficulty thus Play labour d under, was its 
being ated at a time when the whole Town was ſo much, 

© and fo juſtly diverted by the Trip to the Jubilee. 4 
merry Entertainment is certainly very improper to pre- 
pare the Taſtes 4 an Audience 10 reliſh a graucand ſo: 
lemn Tragedy; for we are naturally angry with boſe 
who would make us Weep, when we are in a fit of 
Laughing. Tet notwiihſtanding all theſe Inconvenien- 
cies 


— 


been ti, d at Lincolns : Inn: Fields, did not care to ven- 


| tion thas the two Iphigenia's were much alike : Whereas . 


| 


7 r . my, a 
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rom 4 
acine 


tbe Epiſode of Eriphile, Achilles: Cæhive, wbich ren- 
ders bis Plot more fall and comple as. 
Monſieur Racine managt bis Subjelt with A great deat 
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a Written by Tho. Cheek, Bſq; | 

polen by Mr. POW BEL 

ANN CouncH late 4x wy ws, 
Where after many a learn'd and wiſe Debate, 

Finding Wits Enemies ſo faſt encreaſe. 

To Silence noiſy Fools, and keep the Peace, 

It was Reſoly'd ———. As well the Cauſe it fits, 


© 


1 * 


To Reinforce his Regiment of Wits, 
Among the reſt, the Author of. this Play 

Here takes his Poſt, and enters into Pay. 
He hopes to keep it too with Reputation 
And ftem the Tide of Folly in the Nation. 


That's a hard Task, and I'm afraid it tends 
To make him loſe abundance of his Friends: 


Yet tho? he has obtain'd a Privilege, 
He would be very loath to diſoblige. 
The Race of Fops his Satyr nere will drive at, 
H modeſtly they'll play the Fool ia priyate. 
But if they ſtill appear in publick Places 
With faſhionable Nonſenſe and Grimaces 
He muſt not let *em ſcape without Deriſion, F 
That were a Crime would forfeit his Commiſſion. 
Yet in this Play no Satyr will appear: | 


All that deſerve ic are in ſafety here. 


From great Euripides he drew this Piece, 
Euripides the Boaſt of ancient Greece. 


And wondrous Beauties of each coming Scene, 


With Pride he owns he borrow'd from Racine, 
Then, ſince theſe Poets had ſuch great Succeſs, 


Why mayn't ours pleaſe you in an Englifb dreis? 


Yet tho? like them the labour'd Scene he draws, 
With juſt regar'd tu the Dramatick Laws, 
He'd not be thought of that vain-glorious Tribe, 
Who their own Rules imperiouſly preſcribe. 
He better knows what to your Taſte is due, 

And writes well, only when he pleaſes you. 

His Muſe in Nature's Majeſty appears, 

She bas no Sounds Tremendous to the Ears; 

And if once more he ſhould attempt to write, 

His Pen ſhall draw, your Palate ſhall —_— EW 
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UE. 
Written by Mr. Morrzux. 
| Spoken by Mr. Non RIS. 


YHE Dence take Poet, Epilogue, and Play' - 

© The" Devil a Word know I what Ive to ſay, | 
Who'll mind bs Cam? An Audience, like a Lover, 
Longs to be gone ſoon. as the Play is over. © 
As for, Frame... 
Tond' mobb'd-up, civil, modeſt Velvet Faces © 
Long: $0bzcoach'd to more diverting Place. 
Not one would ſtay, tho they. but now ſneał d in; 
When.ous Play ends, theirs always does begin. 
Kind Cull, and Miſs ſteal out from ib Epilogue, _ 
And merrier Scenes are ated at the Dog. 4 
Tou rakiſh Sparks in queſt of Game m out, 2 | 
And give or tale the Covent-garden Gurt. 
Your Student who but came to ſe the Play, 
With ſome Pit-Muſe bis Talent would 55. 
Some at Baſſet long to excreaſe their Guineas, 


1 1 
* : #S % 


And leave em there, and then ſneak bome like Ninnies. 


Tou Topers long to drink in ample Glaſſes 
Confuſion to dull Poets and pale Faces. 

But above all you City Fry would go, 
Who came by Three to fit on that Firſt Row. 

They thougbt ere this that they might bome have ſcutled, 
Their Time's all. ſpent, aud all their Apples guttled. 

The Poet (if be's not quite Dead for Fear) © 
Wou'd go to Wills Incog. r obſerve bis Criticks ibere. 
Scarce one won d ftay but thatobliging Fry, 
Who about this time in our dark Paſſage ply, _ 

Stale Wencbes, Sharpers, Catterwawling Sparks, © 

Old dirty Beaux, and young Aittoruies Clerks. 

Sinze then your Buſineſs les anotber way, „ 
I bope you have not Time to damn the Play; 8 
But if you muſt, do's on tbe Poet's Day. 


[ET | Dramati? 
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"Gans Wife to | - 
Ap amemnon, — ; Mrs, rgb | | 
I HIOENIA, Daughter to f Mrs, Rogers ; 10 
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AGAMBMNO N, King "OT 1 
gos, Chief of the Greciahs. 
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ous rom. 


ne} 2 

3 1 Mr. Cibber, 
RCAS ent to 1 
n Tar. 4. Aal. 


Ron... Captain 
the Guards, Bm. D. 
Car cnas, the High krieſt. Mr. Cibber. 


women. | |[* 


A game mnon. 


Eur nur 6,0 natural Dau h. 


ter to be ſeus by He 28 Wa luv. 
Achilles 8 Priſoner. > 


temneſtra, 


Women, 8 . . | 


| Sexns, the Grecian Camp, at A 9116. 
e THE 
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IPHIGENTA in 4s 


TRAGEDY- 


ACT Js SGENE I. 


— 


The Curtain riſes and diſcovers Rn, with 4 
Loney” in bis Hand. 


— As, what hoa! 3 awake! 
He bears me not: Sweet Sleep ſeals 
Cfaſt his Eyes. 


13 He is no King, no wretched Fathers 
who fatally has promis'd his own Child, © ah 
To be a. bloody Victim to Ambition. . 
Oh! Agamemnon! Thou haft-haniſh'd Reſt 


\ 2 


N — 2 
For ever; ever baniſh'd Peace of Mine. 


To graſp the Shadow of a mighty. . 
e I ſay, What hoa! Ars. 
2 N x6 Enter Aras. | 
Are. Great; Sir, 1 come——, But what Concern 
ai from your Bed before the Morn ? 
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2 The V:icTiwn, or, 
There's ſcarce a glimmering Light to guide our 
Al Eyes but and — 5 — ws . 
What ! Has ſome welcome noiſe diſturb'd the Air? 
And are the Winds propitious to our Wiſhes ? | 
But, no----- All ſleeps: The Camp, the Winds, and. 

Neptune. 
Asam. Oh happy! who contented with his State, 

Free from the Gaudy Thialdom of a Crown, 

Securely lives in an obſcure Retreat! 


Arc, What makes you thus expoſtulate with Fate? 


And ſlight thoſe Honours, which indutgent Heaven 
With laviſh. Bounty has beſtow'd upon you? 
A Crown is the leaft bleſſing you enjoy. 
Your Queen and Children both proclaim you Happy 
Deſcended on each fide from mighty Fove, © 
Hymnen unites you ſtin to all the Gods. 
Nay, more —, That noble Youth markt out 55 Fate, 
To perform Actions that will paſs — 

0 


Achilles courts Sa Park ter, and aw, > | - 
To light the Nuptial Terck on flaming Troy. 
What Triumph, Sir, exceeds that Shew 


Which — diſplays to raiſe your Glory ? 
A thouſand Sail, fraighted with twenty Kings, 
Wait only for a Gale, and your Command. 
"Tis true this tedious Calm retards your Congueſts ; 
The fetter'd Winds obſtrutt your way to Trey; 

But then conſider, even amidſt theſe Honours, 
That, as you are a Man, you muft expect 

To find the Sweets of Life ſtin mixt with Gall; 
And as all things ſubmit ro Change, ur ma 
But, Sir, what means this Letter, and Foy ears? 
: Is young Oreſtes ill ? 


Is Clytemneſtra-or Iphigenia ſick? :x 
Ag. No, no, thou ſhalt nor die, Fill ne*re conſent 5 
Arc. My Lord Ade 


Ag. Thou feeft my trouble; learn the fatal E uſe 
And judge if with my Cares 1 can repoſe. 
Thou well remember that long- w iſh d- for Day, 
W this numerous Fleet met here in Auls 
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Began to threaten Trey s far diſtant Shore. 


Strove, but in vain to ply their feeble Oars. 
| Suspriz'd,and full of wonder, I addreft 


And with Mepelaus, NeSor, and VUhyſſes, 

I vow'd to her a fecret Sacrifice, 
But, Oh! what dreadful Anfwer did I hear, 
*- Nhen Calebas ſpoke aloud theſe fatal words. 


4 Upon the Altar of Diana dies; A 


Achilles and Ipbigenia. 3 
And courted by the Winds to cut the Main, 
Had hoifted up her Sails: The: ſhouting Hoft 


But on a ſudden, a new Prodigy 
QuelF'd att our Raptures, and becalnyd the Sea; 
Our Ships deſerted by the flattering Gales, 


My Prayers to the fam'd Goddeſs of this Place, 


© In vais you arm againft the Trojan State, 
*© Unleſs a Daughter of the Race of Hellen 


* If you'd obtain the Winds the Heavens deny. 

& Sacrifice Iphigenia—— 

Arc. Your Daughter! EY 
Agam. Amaz d and Speechleſs for a while I ſtood: 


IJ My trembling Spirits child within my Veins : | 


But when my broken Voice burſt out a Pafſage, 


I curft the Gods, and vow'd to diſobey. 


My firſt reſolve was to diſmiſs the Army, 
Which ſly Ulyſſes ſeemingly approv'd, 

To let my raging Paſſion take its Courſe. 

But ſoon employing his perfwading Arts, 

Je laid before me all che Ties of Honour; 


> + Thoſe Troops and Princes under my Command ; 
The Eaftery Empire fated to be ours; 

All that could raiſe Ambition to a height. 

I T own the Title of the King of Kings, 

7, Flatter'd the haughty Weakneſs of my Soul. 

Beſides, the Gods, affoon as gloomy Night, 

..- Began to lull my Cares in gentle Slumbers, : 
With angry Dreams reproach'd my impious Pity, 
And threaten'd vengeance to my troubled Mind; 
With Tears I yielded, and pronounc'd the Doom 

Of my unhappy Daughter - 

But now, what barbarous Cunning did ] uſe, 


To 


Pretending that Acbilles was reſoly'd (1 


* — 


And to be Pious I muſt difobey. + 


—ͤ—4ʒTä — 


4 _. The mens or, 
Te draw her from her Mother's tender Armes 


I ſent her Orders to repair to Auli: 


To wed my Daughter, ere we put to Ses. 
Arc. But fear you not -Acbilies*s boiling Rage? 

Think you that unconcern'd he'll calmly oe, Fe Ih 

His Name abus'd to ſacrifice his Love? ' 
Agam. Achilles then had left the Camp: To meet 


His Father Peleu's inſulting'Foes 5 ' © . 
And all expected this new-kindled War, | 
Would for a while employ his early Conmge. 
But what can ſtop this Heroe's rapid courſe? 
Achilles Fights and Triumphs as he runs 
And vying with the ſwifteſt Wings of fame, 
Return d laſt Night to join our wondring Army. 8 G 
Arc. And has he learn'd what Fate attends his Bride? 
Agam. He has not . - 
But ftill a ſtronger motive holds my Arm : 
My Daughter who with eager joy approaches, 
To meet a longing Lover and a Father, 3 
(The kindeſt Father, as She may ſuppoſe) _ 4 


My Daughter meets inevitable Death. 
My Daughter ! at that ſacred Name I ſhake; 
Vet, tis not Blood alone endears her to me: 
Her Love, her Piety, her gentle Nature, 
A thouſand blooming Virtues I regret. 
No, no, I'll ne're perform the Sacrifice, 
Heaven is too juſt to own ſo black a Deed, . 7 
Arc. But how can you recal your ſolemn Promiſe ? 

Ag. Thy Zeal and Prudence muſt perform that Taſk: 
I know, the Queen at Sparta try'd thy Faith; £ 
Here take this Letter and convey it to her. 1 
Prevent my Daughter's coming: For when once 
She's ſeen in Aulis, her Fate's paſt recall. 
The Gods and Calcbas will demand their Victim, 
Controul my Tenderneſs, and ſlight our Tears; 
Th' affrighted Grecians, jealous of my power, 
With holy Boldneſs will protect their claim, 
Inſult my Woe; perhaps quaſh my Command. 
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ay 


Go*® 


Achilles and Jphigenia. 5 
, Save her from the Gods, from my Ambition. 
Bit have a care not to reveal my Secrety 

et not my Daughter know what ill I meant her. 
Spare me the loud Reproaches of a Wife 
Spare me the ſoft Upbraidings of a Daughter; 
And that thy Tongue may ſuit with what I write, 
Tell them, Achilles having chang'd his Mind, 
Defers the Nuptial Rites till we return; 
That youngEriphile, his Lesbian Captive, 
Who now attends my Daughter, is ſuppos'd 
To be the cauſe of his indifference, | | 
Let them divine the reft—. Approaching Day 
Bids thee be gone: Depart. But who comes here 

f | Exit. Arcas., 

Gods! Acbilles=——— Ulyſſes with him? | 


LA flouriſh of Trumpets. 


Enter Achilles, Ulyſſes.” 


. Agam. My Lord, I ſee with pleafing Admiration, 
Your ſwift return with Victory and fame 
If theſe are the Eſſays of untaught Valour, 

What Triumphs muſt attend your riper Courage? 
Lesbos ſubdu'd, all Tbeſſaly reduc d, 

Which ſcem'd to aſk a Hero's tedious Toil, 

Prov'd only an Amuſement. to Acbilles. 

Achil. My Lord, you over- rate a trifling Conqueſt: 
And may the Gods open a nobler Field. 
To merit the great Prize you've ſet in View 
To animate.my Courage. But, My Lord, 

Muft 1 believe the joyful News I hear? 
That to anticipate my diſtant Bliſs, 
Fair Ipbigenia comes to the Camp, 
To Crown my Wiſhes ? A Se; 
. Agam. My Daughter! 
Who rold you ſhe's to come ? port? 
Achil. Lou ſeem ſurpriz'd, my Lord, at this Re- 


Agam. Heav'n! How I fear my ſecret is reveabd 


And all my cunn ing loſtx [Is Ulyſſes. 
T. My Lord, the _ ſurprize [ To Achilles. 
N 5 Is 
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Is but too juſt : Good Gods l Ts this a time 


To think on Nuptial Joys, when angry Heaven 2 | 


Strikes Terror through the Camp? Whilft a dead 
Aﬀeights all Greece, and waſtes our lingriog Army: z 
Whilſt, to appeaſe the unrelenting Gods, 

A Victim, a dear Victim muß be Sacrifc d, 

Aubiles minds his Love, as if he meant 

T'inſult the publick Woes; muſt Agamennon 
Exasperate our Fate with Feſtivals.; N 

Is this, my Lord, the tender Love you eu, 

To your afflited Country? 


Ack; In Pheggian Fields our AQions bn will prore 


Whether Vyſſes or I love her moſt. 

In the mean time, you may diſplay your Zeal; 
You may ſecurely tire the Gods with Prayers, 
And. load cheir Altars wich tame Offerings; 

You may conſult the panting Victim's Breaſt, 
And ſearch the cauſe of the Winds tedious Silence; : 
But as for me, who leave that care to Calchas, 
J hope, my Lord, I may purſue a Marriage, 
hich, nor concerns the Gods, nor you 


Yet, think not I'll-diffolve in womaniſh Pleaſures; It 


No, when I love, tis like the God of War, 
Only to fill the Vacancies of Action; 
And my couragious Soul could never * brook, / 
That any one ſhquld-touch the Phyygian Snare 
Before Achilles wan 

Aga. Oh! Heaven! why muſt thy — 
The way to Aſi, to ſuch noble Heroes: 
Muſt I be witneſs of fo bright a Valour, 
Only to withdraw home, with Grief and Shame? 

Ulyſa Ye Gods! what do I hear? 1 757 


Acbil. My Lord, what's that you uttetd ? 


Agam. Princes, we muſt retire: Too long che Winds | 


Have tic'd our credulous Hopes withExpedation ; 


Th' inexorable Gods are ubborn indenyidg;/ ..''// 


Troy's under their Pratection, and dire Omen 
Porbid we ſhould purſue our fir ſt Refolre. . 
Aaebil. What _ mr ee 2 ts Wo em fs A 
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Achilles and: Ipbigenia. 7 
Agam. My Lord, conſult what Heaven foretells, 
About yourſelf: *Tis known to all the Camp, 


FN 1 the whole Fate of Tr depends on you. 
t 


But then conſider, that your Life's the Price, 

On which the Gods have rated that dear Conqueſt. 

Acbil. Thus all thoſe Princes, whom your Wrongs 
[ have ſummon d, | 


| Muſt now-retire: with: Shame and Infamy, 


And leave you unreveng'd ! whilſt the Adulterer 
Securely keeps your Chtemneſiras Siſter, 

Agam. My Lord, has not your Valour, 
Which did anticipate our warlike Toils, 


Moſt gloriouſly reveng'd thoſe Wrongs : 5 


The Woes you ſpread through all the Lesbian State, 
Keep ſtill affrighted-all th AÆgean Sea; 

Troy ſaw with Terror your devouring Flames, 

And even into its Port the rolling Waves, 

Carried the diſmal Tokens of your Victory. 


Nay, more The Frojans mourn a ſecond Helen, 
Which now remains your Priſoner at Mycene: 


For *tis in vain this Captive Beauty ſtrives, 
To keep a Secret which her Pride betrays ; ; 


And een her ſilence ſpeaks a noble Birth. 


Achil. You pry too far into the Gods Decrees: 
Beſides, think you my Lord, thoſe frivotous TRERs, 
Will *eredeter: Achilles from parſuing, 

Honour and Glory under your Command 7 
What if the fatal Siſters did foretel}; | 
hen firſt my Mother yielded: to Etnbrace 


Pf wortal Peleda,/ that 1 might chooſe,” - 


Eit hen to Rye for many Veats obſcure, 


Or gain eternal Fame by courting early Death? >. 
For ſince] I muſt at laſt ſubmit to Fate, 


En ne're be nig def 2 Gebehv Blood... | 


— Honour calls, let Oracles be filent 
-th' Almighty Gods controul our Lives, 

wy onour, Sir, depends on our own Actions; 

Then let us not regard what they Decree, | 

ut rather'ftrive-to:equai their Condition 

10 our immortal * New ſince at Trey 
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voth Fame and Victory attend, I fly 
And only aſie the Winds to waf't me ore. 
Let all th affrighted Greeks retire with Shame, 
I. and Patroclus, will befiege the Cit /, 
And venge your Wrongs. But no, tis you, Great Sir, 
To whom the Gods reſerve this Victory; 
Therefore all my Ambition is to wait 
On your Commands: And now I wave 'a Marriage 
Which call'd me from the Camp: My dutious Love 
Bids me conſult your Honour and your Fame. 
will cheer up the Soldiers, and Secure you 
Gainſt thoſe weak Souls who whiſper frightfulTale | 
Rs 10 15 [. Exie Achille 
Viyſ. My Lord, You ſee that nothing can remove, 
His fixt Deſign of Marching againſt Troy 
We fear'd his Love, but he himſelf this Day, 
Has furniſh'd us with Reaſons to eppoſe it. 
Agam-. Alas Fond Youth ! 1 
Vyſ. You Sigh, My Lord, as ij; 
Lou felt the Struggles of rebellious/Nature ? 
Shall I believe one Night could ſhake your Mind, 
And ftagger your Reſolve ?: But, Sir, remember, 
By ſolemn Vows you have reſign'd your Daughter, 
Calchas, whom all the Greets conſult each Day, 
Depends upon your Promiſe, and foretellss 
That the propitious Winds will ſoon return. 
If his PrediQtions ſhould now prove abortive, 
Think you, my Lord, he'll not arraign your Weakeſ 
T-afſert the Cauſe of the Immortal Gods, 
And prove the Truth of their prophetick Anfwers 
Thiak you the Greeks provok'd by your Denial, 
Will calmly ſee the Oracles contem d. 
And their Religion ſcorn'd ? Beware, my Lord, 
And fear the Rage of ſuperſtitious Zeal, 
Agam. Barbarous Fate! . 
Vlyſ. Yet more, my Lord, it was your preſſing Cal 
Has Summon'd all the Grecians to this Shore, 
By challenging the Promiſe of thoſe” Princes, 
Who Rirall'd Menelaus, and courted Hellen; 
For we all ſwore to Jyndarm her Father, _— | 
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- Hex Daughter, to reſign her to your Arms. 


Aint; and agel 1 


| That mben bis Cboice was fixt on any one, 
| Ra eft would yield Ache 2 and with Confe- 


ſv che bold _ ious Raviſhe Fr 1 Forca- 
g That durſt 3 the happy Husþand 18. | 
But as twas J. — Stbat wreſted this fond 


So, that Love ceaſing, it had been ne 8 
*T was you 2 drew us from the ſoft Embrace, 
Conlorts, and our dearer Children; 


: N whens noble Fire tavenge your Wrongs, 


Does gnimate:the Camp: When Greece proclaims 
yo Zealand Wiſdom: Nay, when twenty Kings 


vw ſacrifice their Lives in your Defence, 


Sir, alone refuſe the glorious Purchaſe 
of Hr and Revenge; a little Blood 


| You think too dear to gain immortal Fame. 


Muſt it be ſaid , the General of Greece 


= oy d his Þ Sh incochingbut Commaoding 
A ſafe | 


etreat ? ; 
Agam. Alas! my Lord, how eaſily, whilft ſecure 
From my impending Woes, you ſeem undaunted! 


But were your Son Telemasbus. the Victim, 


How ſoon the ghaſtly image of his Death, 
Would turn to Tears your Sly inſalcing-Speech ?- 
How deep yob'd ſeel the Torments I endure 


From ſtru Nature! And how he you'd fly , 
Jo fuatch him from the Prieft! Yet ſince my promi- 
If my unhappy, Daughter meets us here, [les paſty 


I'll not recall it; but if kinder Fate. 
' Prevents her coming, you 


yon Il not thinł it ſtrange, 
If I accept the welcome Help of Heaven. - 
Too long Jour Counſels have prevail d upon me 2 


— — 


Enter abs 


Tu. My 11 

Agam. Gods! The News? . 

Euryb-. The Queen bid me haſte : 
To tell you her Approach: And that ſhe briog 


Te. 
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She had arriv'd before, but that ſhe loſt | 
Her way, through thoſe thick Woods that frowd 
Agam. Oh! Heay n! the Cp 
Euryb They are attended | 
By young Eripbile, Achilles Lirkien e 60 * 
Who being unacquainted with her Parents 
Defigns to learn her Fate from Renown'd Calcbar. | 
The News of their arrival is now ſpread © 
Through all the Camp, and with loud Acclamations; 
The joyful Soldiers crowd about the Queen, 
And your fair Daughter; ſome enquire the Cauſe 
That brings them hither: Others are contented, 
To pray the Gods for their Proſperity, 
But with a common Voice, all blets their General, 
As the moſt glorious King, moſt happy Fatber. 
Ag. Tis well--, retire — o FI make them welcome. 
; Exit. Eurybates. 
Thus to ſecure its Vengeance, angry Heaven 
Breaks all the Meaſures of my Policy! 
Yet if 1 were allow d the Priviledge 4 
Of ſoothing Tears, it were ſome — K but 
The cruel Fate of Kings lets us on high, aa 
To ftand a Mark to all the Bolts of Fortune, 
And be a Gazing-ftock to thoſe below. 
Thus ſtill beſet by troubleſom SpeRators, 
Tho? moſt unhappy, we muſt leaft complain. 

_ Ulyſe My Lord, I ama Father, nay, a tender Father, 
Aad feelingly partake your cruet Woe; r 
I fbudder at the ſtroke that makes you figh, | 
And c*en won'd weep, to countenance your Tears, | 
But your Denial can have no Excuſe, - 

The Gods have brought their Victim to the Camp, 
Calckas expects it, and will ſoon demand it. 
Let, whilft we are alone, let flowing Tears 
Expreſs your Sorrow : Your concern allows them. 
But, no „let rather your undayated Vor 
Conſider the vaſt Glory you ſhallreap. 
Behold the Helleſpont yields te our Oars; . 
Behold our Flames devour perfidious Troy „ 
Her Subſects made your NEE Kone, 
Graf] 


Conſult your Safety; Na , conſult your Honour. 


And ſpare her tender Heart the cruel Sight, 


_ rre done my Task: Nati re and Love gire way, 
The Gods and Honour bear the ee e 7 


| — nennSRanT—AING 


Both in T Father, and a Husband's Arms, [al Loves, 
Here let me vent my unrelenting Grief. [ Sorrows 2, 


And waſte ol Beauties with ingeflant * Tears ? . 


Achilles and _Iphigenis. * | it 


Graſping your Knees, and Helena reſtor d. 
Betiold our numerous Fleet returns to Auli i. 
Crown d with ſucceſs: Behold that pompous Tri- 
That will be the fam'd Tale of After-ages. [umph, 
 Agam. My Lord, I find how weak and Pen 
All my Efforts would be t "oppoſe the Gods. 
And ſince it is decreed, that Innocence wy 1 
Muſt be oppreſt, I—, no ill ne're conſent: | ” 
Oh! Cruel Fate! Inexorable Gods! as ways 
D. My Lord, reniember 
Your ſolemn Vows, and dread th? Mates EY 


Agam. Oh! Hard Nece $ 
Oh! Wretched Father? N the prieſt 
To Silence for a while: Let me, at leaſt, 
Be Guiltleſs for one Moment: Let me hide. | 
From Clytemneſtra, my black, barbarous Arts; 


Of a dear Daughter bleeding on an Alcar. are 7" I 
Exit. Agamemnon. 


The End of the Firſt At, 
. e ee 4 
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e Ty 
| Enter Eriphile, weeping, Dori. _ 


Ori, Let us retire: And whilſt wiebin 
"They? re loft in Raptures of their mutu- 


Eripb. 


Dor. Why, Madam, will you thus provoke. your. 


* 18 
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-Tis true, nothing ſeems Charming to a 0. 
_ ptivity turns ens aff to Bi Bitterneſs; Fr i: 

Yet, ſhan T tell it? When we it the Seas” 
With proud Artyttes, when yet a trembling RY 
Youiew'dyonrt FE neror, e Your vt. 
Were leſs em Fa 

Now Fortune Nane to ſmile; fince Jpbigeniz | 
Like a fond Siftex ſpoths your "Cares with Fnendthip, 

And gives thoſe Contforts {Fore ound conld find in D. * 

You long d to 1920 Aul For wel nes © 

Are all accomplith ie e edoubles —_ 

Eripb. Ah f. Boff than think Pre fad EY 

Can be a calm Spectator of their 

Canſt thou believe my Griefs WA Say „ 

When I 1 1 4 Feen J cannot 

Bleft Iphigenia hu 25 e 18 3 

She is he Pride of a fond bavg ty Morher, | 

Whilft from-my 2 75 the Sport ot bine 
My unknown Parents u mild on * 

Iama Foes HA ery ſelf ; 

And to ay Wosz, 958 Oracle.” 

Bids 8 60 continue [Beds 1800 

For when I'd know to whom I owe my 8 

I'm anſwer'd, im this Knowledge You'll be loft. 

Dor. But why ſhould this deter you from your 


70 


* 


All Otaxles lie bid in dubhious Riddles: {Search ? 


Who knows but by the loſing a falſe Name 
You'll find the true,; This, Jure muſt be the Loſs. 
The Oracle foretells, for in your Cradle, | 


Jour Name was chang d — "PEE Eq 


Eriph. Of all the Circumſtances of my Fate, 
"Tis this alone that ever I cenld learn, / 
From thy unhappy Father, who knew all. 
or tans. to tell me, that in Troy, - 

x fo uld retrięve m Ee my true Na 
And find my Royal Pari — But 0 
I had within my Nie the 11054 for City, 
When frees Adtbifles jed bis 7 quering : 
'Gainft Lesbos, and made a 7 yield to his e; ? 
Thy Facher dare in a help or n — 
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Left me a Captive to my ſelf unknown: 
And of all thole great Honours ! expected, 


Vile Priſoner of Greece, I only keep 


The Pride of a High Birth I can't make out. 
Do. How great's the Loſs of a ſuch faithful Witneſs! 
How much — ought to hate the cruel Hand 
That gave the fatal Blow! Vet renown'd Calebas, 
Who holds aCorreſpondence with the Gods, [ come, 
And know's what's paſt, what's preſent, what's to 


Ollabas may, ſure, acquaint you with your Fate. 


Beſides, this Camp affords you ſafe Protection: : 
Kind Ibigenia will ſoon be join'd, | 
In happy Marriage to our Conqueror, 
And make our Chains the lighter ; doubt it wot; | 
She has engag'd her Promiſe 
Eriph. Oh ! If of all my woes 
This fatal Marriage were the cruelleft ? 
Dor. How ! Madam? 
Eripb. Be not ſurpriz'd my Griefs admit no Cure, 
Put rather wonder I have liv'd fo long, 
With ſuch a Load of Cares and Miſery. 
Jam unknown, a Stranger, and a Captive: 


| All theſe were little But, oh! P m a Lover! * 


That fierce Deſtroyer of the Lesbian State; 
That fatal Author of our dire Misfortunes, 


| Who with Hands drench'd in Blood made me his 


{ Captive, 
And with thy Father robb'd me of my Birth, 


Acbilles is the deareſt Man I view. 


Dor. Heaven! what do I bear? ? 

© Eriph. J firſt defign'd —_—_— IN : 1 
Eternal Silence ſhouid conceal my Weakneſs: 
But I muft ſpeak to eaſe my Soul oppreſt, | 
And in thy friendly Boſom vent a Secret, 1 
Which ought for ever, ever be 7j * oft | 
Yet, Dori, ask me not with what fond eren Is 
I entertain'd this Paſſion in my Breaft ?. . 


Iwill not charge it on that kind Concern, 1 
With which Acbilles ſeem'd to ſooth my Woes. 
No, no; tis unrelenting Heaven's Decree, 


Sti 
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Stil to purſue me with immortal Hatred, | 
And cruſh my tender Heart with Cares of Love. 
Dor. Oh! cruel bapeleG Love? 
Eripb. Shall I call back to my diſtracted Mind, 
Theſad Remembrance of that Aiwa! Day, 
On which ve loſt our Liberty? 
Speechleſs and Trembling for a while 1 laws: * T3 
Buried in gloomy Night; at laſt, my ſeeble ye, 
Began to ſeek the Light ; andas Law. 
The preſſing Hand of my fierce Conquerout 
Reeking with Blood, I fear'd to meet his Looks. 
As I embark't with. him, 1 ſtill — : 
To ſhun the dreadſul and deteſted Sight; + 
But, oh! I faw bim; ſaw him with a Bluſh 
Nay, which-is-more, 1 ſaw. him with Concern. 
His Aſpect was Serene, and my Reproaches 
Could find no Tongue to curſe the pleaſing Foe ; . 
My Heart rebell'd againſt my Miſeries, + |; 
And all my Anger melted into Tears. ITS 


Tfollow'd with Delight my Charming Guide, | oh, 


And as J lov'd him then, I love tim fin. 

Kind Jphigenia offers me Protection: 

But all in vain, ſince my tormenting buries 

Bid me Hy. hold of my Protectreſs Hand, 
Only to cruſh a Rival, and unſeen 
Diſturb thoſe Joys which cauſe my Suf-riogs.. 
Dor. Alas! what can your feeble Hate 1 ? 
Had it not heen much better t'have . 
Still Priſoner at Mycene; there to quench 
Your fatal Fires, and ſhua the cruel Woes 

Of unregarded Love ͤͤ„ũ⸗„ĩ/7, — 


Eripb. Twas my Defign; but tho? my Rival 8 The | 


Threatned my new bornLove withendleſs torments, 
Yer driv'n by Fate I came: A ſecret Voice, 
Bid me attend my Guardia A343 
Preſaging I might chrow off on this Shore, 

All my Misfortanes, and like a Libation, 
Pour them upom the Heads of theſe bleſt Lover. 


This is the Reaſon T-appearin ulm, 2 5 


And: not a 9 tokgow. my dtn. . 


OO aa = - A 
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Or rather I am come tu let their Nuptials +» 
Pronounce my final DVom; for if accompliſh'd, 
A ſpeedy Death xi end my Miſeries 
And wichout waſting; time in fruitleſs Search, 
After my unknown Parentage, the G rare 
Will hide mou GP! and Shame 


pater to. chem Agamemnon, n 
Pligeria. 41 4 lt 2 
icht; 


8 
Jobig dated what makes you thus Bly {Si my. ; 
And hun the Claſping af a: Daughter's. Arms? l 
My dutiful Reſpect made me forbear,.. =: 
Till the tranſported-Queen had fir expreſt ks 
Her Joys in your Embrace, muſt Iphigenia, | : 
Retire without a-Bleſſing, and a Kiſs? -| 
May'nt fone, [ 
142 Yes you may embrace a Father, 5 Eprbraccs ö 
Who loves vou ſtill bers | 
Ipbig. How dearIvalue ſucha Father*s Love? 
VVhat pleaſing Raptures do I feel; ta ſee _ 
Th'Exceſs of Power and Honour that ſurrounds you? : 
Fame's buſie Tongue had entertain d my: Ears, | 
With wond'rous Tales of your:ſupreme Command; 
But alt comesſhartof what Fnow he bold; 
My Joys and my Surprize-at once — 2 | 
You have the general Love of all the Grecian, 
And am ——— _ a Father? 
am. Alas! A Father to fo good a Da nter, | 
Deſervidto ber more Fortunate " 251 
Inhig Is che re a greater Fortune can attend aKing? 
I thought you reach'd the oy humane Bliſs, 
And that the Bounteous Gods could give no more. 
1 Juſt tea ven prepare her to her Fate? 
— Fe. 
| 1b. You Sigh,my Lord, and ſeem rocat yourbwoks, 
| Unwillingly-uponamez Pray, dear Sir, 
Is itagainfiyaur Orders: we are come? 
Agam. Daughter, I ſee you wich a Father's Eye ; : 
But at this Time and Place, perplexing Cares 
Difturb my Joys Iusbig · 
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Ih big . How ſad are the Effelts of tedious Abſen ce 
Alas! Wagen n pegs 
And be a Father for a/ moment? 

Here is no Witneſs that can make you biuſh * 
You ſee before jou, none but a young Princeſs, 
To whom I often told, how bleſt I was 


With the moſt tender and indulgent Father, 


Who would at my Requeſt end her Misfortunes. 


What will ſhe think of your Indifference ? 


Muſt all her Hopes be vain? Pray, gentle Father, 
uu thoſe Clouds that hover on „ 1 
Agam. Alas! My Daughter I 293 | 
Iphig. My Lord, Go on, —— | 
- Agam. Gh I. cannot: 
Ipbig. Curſt be th' adulterous Ton, 

The fatal Author of our dire Alarm!!! | 
Hg. HisRuin muſt be bought with Floods of Tears: 
„ Lhope n Saves =_ 

1 71 cad. 
As: The Gods of late ſeem deaf to all my Prayers. 
Ipbig. Calchas, they ſay, prepares a Sacrifice, 

of Heaven be appeas d before cis 1 
Ipbig, Pray, when is that to be? 

NN Too ſoon, alas 
Ipbig. Shall I be ſuffer'd to attend the Altar, 

To join my Vows with Jour? 

Agam. Oh! me! 
Ipbig. My Lord, you're ſilent — 
Ag. No Yes--- You will de there, my Daughter. 

Farewell Exit Agamemnon. 

Ib. Hiscold Reception fillsmyMi with Doubts. 

A ſecret Horror ſeizes all my Limbs: 

Ifear but know not what; may Heaven avert .. 

'Th'impeading IIls Jet, whom they ſeem to threa- 

The Gods alone can tell 
Eripb. Madam, I wonder thatamidft-thoſe' Cres: 

Wies now employ. your . \ 

Can diſcompoſe your Mind? Alas! How anxious | 

My Thoughts maſt be? ' + * 

"Where er [ſet my Steps am a Seranger 3 2 FL 


ur 
d. 
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Loft and abandon'd from my very Cradle, 


My unknown Parents never caſt upon me 

A flattering Smile; you, if a croſs Father 

Reject your dutious Love, may yet complain 

To a fond Mother; nay, if both ſhould prove 

Unkind, a Lover will dry up your Tears. 
Iphig. Yes, dear Eripbhile, I own my Tears 

Will ſoon be dry'dat my Acbilles's view: 

His worth, my Father, my Heart bid me love him. 

Yet, what muft I believe of this fond Lover? 

Who leemꝰd to burn with longing expectation 

To meet me here? what keeps him from my Sight? 

I have, for theſe tyo Days, upon our Journey, 


Sought him with trembling Looks ; but all in vain. 
At laſt I'm welcom'd by an unknown Crowd, 


And ftill he keeps away: Sad Agamemwon 


Seems ſhy to name him to me. Where is he? 


I'm full of Doubts and Fears , what! Have the 


SIS: | [Cares of War, 
Chill'd both a Father and a Lover's Heart? 
But, no I wrong him by unjuſt Alarms: 


For he alone did nere engage his Promiſe 


To Helkn's Father: *cis on my Account 


He flies to Try; J am the only Prize . 
His generous Love expects to crown his Valour: 


Enter Clytemmeſtra, with a Letter in her Hand. 


ia Chi. Daughter, we muſt be gone, and by 2 ſ peedy | 


[Flight 


Prevent our Shame z *tis now no more à Riddle, 
What made your Father anxious and uneaſy 


To ſee us here: This Letter clears all Doubts; 
By faithful Arcas he had ſent it to me, 


To ſpare us the Affront of a Denial. 


But wandring from our way, that Meſſenger 


Could not convey it ſoener 


He writes, Achilles baving chang*d\ bus Mind, 
Defers the Nuptial Rites till be returns. | 
Eripbil. What do I hear! 44 

| 7 D Fe, Chi. 
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Cy. You bluſh,and ſeem-concern'd at theAbuſe---; 
But let your Spirit arm you with Diſdain. {To Iphig. 
Ungrateful Wretch! Deceiv'd by his Renown, | 
J did at Argos countenance his Love, | 
And thought aGoddeſs's Son would make youHappy: 
But ſince his vile Inconſtancy belies 
His noble Offspring from th unchanging Gods, 
Let us deſpiſe the baſeſt of Mankind, 
And fly this hated Shore; leſt he ſhould think, | 
We ftay to court his dull Indifference. 
Vour Father is acquainted with my Purpoſe, 
I only wait him here to take my leave. 
In the mean time I'll ſee all things prepar d 
For our departure As for you, Madam, [ 70 Erip. 
You'd think it hard to follow; our Retreat 
Lea ves you in better Hands; too well we know, 
That *cis not Calchas that you came to ſeek, 
[ Exit, Clytemneſtra, in 2 Fury. 
ph. In what a Maze of anxious Thoughts ſhe left me, 
By her perplexing Speech! Acbilles baving 
Chang d bis Mind, 
Defers the Nuptial Rites till be returns; 
1 muſt prevens my Shame by baſty Flight ; oh 
And its not Calchas that you came 10 el. FTo Eriphile. « 
Eripb. The meaning of her Speech is a dark Riddle, 
I cannot apprehend 
Ipbig. Nay, Madam, too, too well, — 
You know her meaning— - N barbarous Fate 
1 In au Ironical Tone. 
Robs me of a Husband, ſ ure, you'll be more kind 
Than to abandon me in my Misfortunes. 
Thad been a Torment for you to have ſtaid 
At Mycene without me, ſhall the Queen - 
Now teave you here alone ? 
Eriph. Madam, I defign'd 
To conſult Calchas w— bi! 2 
Ipbig. Then what's the Reaſon you don't. haſt to ſee 
Erip. You ſpeał of being gone within a Moment. 
Ipb. Sometimes one Moment may clear many Doubts: 
But, Madam, I'm too preſſing: And now plainly _ 
at 
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What J could neꝰre have thought Yes, tis Achilles 
Who makes you ſo uneaſy till ware gone. 
Eripb. Can you ſuſpect me of ſuch Treachery * 
I ! Madam, love a furious Conqueror, | 
Whoſe bloody Image haunts my fearful Mind, 
E re ſince with Fire andSword he ſpreadDeftruftion, 
Through all the Lesbian State ? — [ſtroyer ? 
Ipbig. Yes, Traytrels, yes, you love the fierce De- 
And all thoſe Horrors with which you deſcribe him, 
His Hands embru'd with Blood, his reeking Sword, 
And flaming Lesbos, are the Characters ö 
That left his pleaſing Image printed in your Soul. 
This, I remember, this made you ſo fond, 
Stin to repeat to me the doleful Story 
Of your Captirit y I might have ſeen 
Your eager Paſſion thro? your teign'd Complaints. 
But my Friendſhip baniſh'd all Diſtruſt: 
I hug'd and cherifh'd a perfidious Rival; 
Credulous Fool! I lov'd her: Nay, I offer*d 
| The fafe Protection of her perjut d Lover. 
The Robbing me of him, I could forgive, 
But to be brought to this detefted Shore, 
To meet th'ungrateful Man who now forſakes me, 
: And grace the Triumph of a treacherous Friend, 
I | This, this is an Abuſe I cannot bear. 
« Eriph, Madam, you give me words I ne*re was usd 
: To hear before; and tho? hard Fate purſues me 
; With cruel Hate, yet fuch harſh Sounds till now, 
Were Strangers to my Ears; but J excuſe 
N Th'unjuſt Reproaches of an incens'd Lover. 
I Which way couid I prevent your Journey hither? 
Can you ſuſpet AchiBes will prefer 5 
A forlorn Maid to Agememnor's Daughter? 
One, who all ſhe can learn of her Condition, 
Is, that ſhe is the Offspring of that Blood 


3 He longs to ſpill — : { fortunes 1 
2 Iphig. The barbarous VVretch inſults ore my Mis- 

And ſtiſl compares her Vitenefs to my Glory, 

: Only to heighten her perfidious Tring. | 

VVas then this wanting to my Load of Y Voe ? 

[ W Dia. 3 Bat. 


Of his bright Daughter 


a — — — 
—_—_— 
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But have a care your Raptures beat too raſh ; 

That Agamemnon you have dar'd, commands 

All Greece; He is my Father; nay, be loves me, 

And feels my Sufferings deeply as my ſelf... _ 

My Tears did melt him: I perceiv'd thoſe Sighs 

He ftrove to hide from me; Fond Fool! I blam'd 

A Coldneſs which his Tenderneſs had ca us'd. 

| Enter Achilles. | 
Achil. Is't poſſible then, Madam! Do I ſee you ? 

Or is it fond Deluſion ? No: For the whole Camp, 


Aſſur'd me you was Newer but, Madam, what Con- 
Cern 


Has brought you to this Shore, ſince Agamenmon, 
Gave out Mycene would enjoy you ftill ? 


Ipbig. My Lord, fear not my hated Preſence here, 


For Ipbigenia will ſoon be gone. 
Exit Ipbigenia with a diſdeinful Air. 
Acbil. She ſhuns me! Do I wake? Or is't a Dream? 
Gods! How I am diſtracted at this Flight 
VVhat ſhall 1 do ? Madam, can I preſume 


[To Eriphile. 
To meet your Looks, 8 not provoke your Hatred? 


Yet, if Achilles did ere pity you: 

If you can now receive your Conqueror's Prayer, 

Inform me why they're come, ſure, you can tell. 
Eriph. My Lord, I wonder 

You ſhould be unacquainted with their Journey; ; 

Since you have been a Month u 7955 this Shore, 

Still preſſin 1 5 Arrival, and your Nuptials. 
Acbil. I 

And return d but laff Night 


Erip. How, when Agamemnon did write to Mycene, 
Did not your Love indite and guide his Hand ? 


I thought you was tranſperted with the Charms 


Acbil. Yes: I ftill adore her, _ 
Nay, if I had conſulted but my Love, 
T would have fled. to ſee her at Mycene, 


Yet, I am ſhunn'd ; but for what Crime 1 know not. 


And 


Where'er I caſt my Looks I meet a Foe: 


3 


adam ? I was abſent this whole Month, 


WW. 


e 


chi. N ES, my Lord, 5 
My Indignatien made me leave the Camp, 
7 2 


nd 


And e' en this Moment Calchas and Uiyſſes 

Diſplay'd their Eloquence t oppoſe my Love, 

And ſcem'd to intimate it ſhock'd my Honour. 
What can their Counſels mean? Am I abus d? 
And made a Tale to entertain the Army? 


I'll in, and wrench the Secret from their Souls. 
| Sen "HA | [Exit Achilles. 
Eripb. Ye Gods! who ſee my Shame, where ſhall 


[I hide it? 


Proud Rival, thou art lov'd,and yet thou murmur ſt. 
Muſt I at once behold thy baugbty Triumph, 


And bear with thy Inſults ? No-, Let me rather-.- 5 


But, Doris, I'm deceiv'd, or ſome great Storm, 


Is gathering thick to break upon their Heads. 
T've Eyes: me 

King Agamemnon ſighs, and is in Trouble: 
He thuns his Daughter: Both avoid Achilles. 


There's ſomething in all this: I'll not Deſpair: - 
And if Fate liſtens to my Hatred's Call, 
PA die, but cruſh a Rival with my Fall. 


; . Exeunt Eciphile, Doris. 
The End of the Second 4d. 
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Enter Agamemnon, Chiemneſtra. 


And fiy Acbilles's view: Scorn'd Ipbigenia 
Deſign'd Mycene ſhould lament her Woe, 

But that young Hero wondring at our Flight, 
Call'd all the Gods to prove his Conſtancy, 
And ftopt our Journey, Nay, he preffes now 


The Marriage, which before, *twas ſaid, he ſhunn'd. 


D 3 | He 
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Their Hapoineſs is not yet fix d. 
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He "OY you full of Paſſion and of Love: 
Furious to know who rais'd this falſe Report, 
And puniſh his audacious Inſolence. 
Therefore let no Suſpicions pal] our Joys. 


Agam. Madam, *tis well: Acbilles muſt be truſted; | 


J own we wrong d him: And 1 ſhare your Joys, 
As much, at leaft, as my concern allows. 
Now fince you wiſh that Calchas ſhould perform 


The Nuptial Sacrifice, *tis fit you fend [ ming. 


Your Daughter to the Altar: I'll there wait her, co- 
Yer firft in private let me here adviſe ou: 
| You fee what place you're in, how every thing 


Seems fitter for a Fight than for a Marriage; . 


The Tumult of an Army, and a Fleet: 

An Altar briftling with Darts and Spears, 
Such borrid Pomp may ſuit with fierce A4thilles, 
But is not calm enough to court your Sight : 
It were unſeemly that the Greeks ſhould ſee, © 
Their Queen bereft of awful Majefty, _ 
And undiftinguiſh'd in a Crowd of Soldiers. 


Believe me, let your Maids alone attend + 


Tour Daughter to the Altar 
Clyz. I. Sir, reſign my Daughter to my Women l 

And not accompliſh what I have begun? 

Have I then brought hither from Mycene, 

And ſhall I now refuſe to lend my Hand | 

To lead her to the Prieft ? — Is not this a 92 

Incumbent on a Mother ?— Who ſhall vrder 

The Marriage Feſtival? 
Aram. Madam, That might have been your Care 

In Atreus's Palace: Now you're in A Camp. 

- Clyr. Yes, Tam in a Camp, 

Where the whole Fate of Troy depends on yon; 
Where all the Grecians bow to your Command; - 

Where Thetzs's Son wil} this Day call me Mother; 

Pray, in what Palace, could I e're appear 

With greater Splendor and Magnificencc ? 
Agam. Madam, | 

BY all tu immortal Authors of our Race, 
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I do conjure you, grant me this LR. ; 
I have my Reaſons. 
Clyt.' My Lord, ; 

By all thoſe Pow'rs you-nam'd, let me intreat you 
Not to deny my Eyes that bliſsful 7 5 p 
Ag · I thought much better of a Wite's Compliance, 

But ſince nor Arguments, nor Intreaties | 
Can bend your ftubbora Mind, 
. Ger it 8 Pleaſure 1 command you — 


4 Cæxit Agamennon. 


. enn. Ye Gods above What makes my Husband uſe 
| Such barbarous Care to keep me from the Altar. 
Is he ſo elevated with his Power, 
That he disdains to own me for his Wife? 
Or is his new Command yet ſo unſettled _ 
That he dares not appear with Hellen't Siſter? 
But why. that Nicety ? Yet, ſince cis his Command 
I willingly ſubmit; my Daughter's Bliſs 
Makes me amends for all; th'indulgent Gods 
Unite her to Achilles, and my Joys 
Are Infinite to think ſhe ſhall be call 1 
But here he comes himſelf - 


Enter Achilles. 


| Acbil, Madam, all. things ſucceed to crown 5 Wi- 
The King deſires na further Satisfaction, 

But truſts the Raptures of my eager Love. 
1 ſcarce began to clear my Innocence, 

When with a kind Embrace, he call'd me, Son. 
His Words were ſew: But, Madam, has he told you 
What happy News was ſpread at your Arrival? 


Acbil. The Gods will be appeas d: The Prieſt pro- 
That the next Hour, by Sacrifice appeas'd, 
Neptune will be propitious to our Vows, . | 
And wake the drowſie Winds; ſure of his Promiſe 
The joyful” Mariners unfurl their. * 5 


1 


Ciyt. What's that, my Lord? | (claimants 


And 


5 5 n 
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And turn their Prows to Foy. As for me, Ne 7 


Tho? I were glad if, to indulge my Love, 
The Winds ſhould fil be ſilent for a while : 
The? with regret I quit the happy Shore, 
Where Ipbigenia will ſoon be mine 

Yet with delight I graſp the bleſt Occafion, 

To ſeal this noble Match with Trojan Blood; 5 
And in the Ruins of perfidious Trey, 
Bury che Shame of that reſpected Name, 


To which mine will for ever be allied. e | 


Emmer Iphigenia, Eriphile, Xgina, Doris. 
Fair Princeſs, all my Bliſs depends ou you; 


YourFather waits our coming to the Altar; 5 Iphi. 


Hafte Madam, to receive the plighted Fai 
Of your Adorer 

Ipbig. My Lord, before we go, 
I hope the Queen will ſuffer me to ask you Ned 
A Boon to prove your Love: Here's a young Princeſs 
Whoſe noble Afpe& ſpeaks her high Deſcent: =O 
Her Eyes 1 diſſolre in Tears, 5 
You know her Troubles, for tis you have caus'd them. ö 
And J juft now tranſported with raſn Paſfion, "es 
Rudely inſulted over her Affliction. 
I would atone for my too-hafty Carriage, 


And ſooth her into Eaſe, but how I know not, 


Unleſs it be by intereeding for her. 
My Lord, ſhe is your Capone, and thoſe. Chains, 
| Whoſe weigh tT pity, will at your Command 


Fall from her — — then your generous Deeds 


Begin this happy and auſpicious Day. 
Let ſad Eripbile be now diſcharg'd - 


From our Attendance—— Let all the Gresians ſee, _ 


'That the great King to whom I 1 my Faith, 
Is not contented to ſpread dire Alarms, b 
ud wild Deſtruction through th'afrighted World, 
Nut thathe can relent at a Wife's Tears; | 
And like the Gods frem whom he is deſcended, 
nh by — * cen W 5 
E es, my Lord, you may alleviate. 
Te quickeſt Pain a Woman ever felt, 


- wi, 1 v 


- * 
* 
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Tis true the Fate of War made me your Captive; 
But ſtill you ſtrain too high its rigid Laws, 
Thus to o're- bear my Heart with all the Torments 
J ſuffer here. i oe 
. Achil, You, Madam? "e828 
Eripb, Yes, my Lord: For, waving all the reſt, 
Could you impoſe a more ſevere Command. 
Than here to make my Eyes the ſad Spectators, 
Of the Proſperity of all my Foes: - _ 
My Proud, my Haughty, Perſecuting Foes. 


Of a fierce Army, ready to deftroy  _ 

My native Country: And to break my Heart, 

I ſee, I fee the fatal Hymen's Brand, | 

That will devour it, and conſume my Hopes: 

Therefore permit me to retire from hence : 

And wandring from your Sight, and ftill unknown, 

Rewail the Hardſhips of that diſmal Fate, | 

Which nothing but my Tears can well expreſs. 
Achil. Fair Princeſs, dry your Tears, — 

You have your Wiſhes; follow to the Altar, 

That all the Greełs may witneſs you are Free; 


2 | Where'er I go, I hear th' inſulting Threats 


| To beg your help againft him. 


And may the Hour that gives you Liberty, 

Make me for ever Bleft. —D [Enter Arcas. 
Arc. Madam, all things are ready for the Sacrifice; 

The King waits at the Altar for your Daughter, 

And ſends me to demand her —— Or rather, 

Sir, I come „ TC ethNe [To Achilles. 


Acbil. What ſay you, Ancas ? 

Chr. Ye Gods! What News is this? | 

At. You alone, my Lord, [To Acbilles, 

Can now protect her. | ; 

Arc. My Lord, tis with regret I name himem_—_—_ _ 

But I can keep no longer the black Secret, 
And to he ſilent would be Treachery, 
The Prieſt, the Knife, the Pile, all is ready; 
But were that fatal Pomp deſign d to take 


My 


828 
= 
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My Life for the Diſcorery yet I muſt ſpeak, 


Clyt. Heaven! How I tremble! Quickly, Arcas, 
Explain your meaning; 

Achil. Whoeer it be, \ peak boldly, fear him not, 

Arc. My Lord, you are her Lover; and you, Madam, 

Her tender Mother; juffer not the Princeſs: 
To meet her Father. | 

Clyt. What ſhould we fearfrom him ? 

Acbil. Why ſhould we diſtruſt bim? 

Arc. He waits her at the * with intent 
To facrifice ber | | 

Acbil. He! Agamemnon ! 

chi. His Daughter! 

Iphig. My Father! , 

Eriph. Oh Heavens! What News! 

Acbil, Gods ! What blind Fury 
Can Arm his cruel Hand againft his Daughter ? 
*Tis Impious hut to thin on't. 2 

Arc. Alas! my Lord, there is no room for Doubt: 
The Oracle and Calcbas have pronoun ad 
The fatal Doom, and ſtubbornl reje& 
All other Sacrifice: the Gods themſelves 
Protect the Raviſher, and bid the Winds 


Lie hufht till that be offer'd. 
Clyt. How can the Gods decree fo black a Deed ? 


Heaven! What's my Crime, that merits ſuch 


Jpbig 
Ciyt. Now tis too plain _ +». mat 


Why he impos'd on me ſuch ftrift Commands, 
Fo keep me from the Altar. 
Ipbig. Is this the Marriage was 

To Achilles. 


Arc, The King to blind you, did ſuppoſe this Marri- 


And the whole Camp is ſtill in the fame Error. | age, 


- 


Clyt. My Lord,  [ Kneels. 
Here let me graſ p your Knees ooo 
Achil. Alas Madam 13 [rvijing ter. 


"Pray riſe 
Clyt. My Lord, let me forget my troubleſome State : 


This low Submiſſion ſuits my | wretched Fortune; 
I were too happy ifumy Tears could touch, {Weeps. 


Your 


rn'd for ths 1 N 


©» 
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Your Heart with Pity=—— Alas! *Tis your Bride 
They ſnatchaway from you. I brought her up 

To the fond Hopes of this auſpicious Match. 

?Tis you we ſought on this detefted Shore; 

And *tis your Name betrays her to her Doom. 
Muſt ſhe then go Cimptore'the Angry Gods, 

And graſp the Altar diſmally adorn'd, | 

To ſacrifice her? You alone are here 

Her Father, Husband and protecting God. 

I read your Grief in your diſtracted Looks. 
Daughter, I leave you in a Lover's Arms. 


My Lord, I beg you, ſtay till I return. 


I fly to meet my cruel, treacherous Husband, 

And with juſt Rage oppoſe his wild Deſign. 

In force the Prieſt to ſeek another Victim; 

Or ſhould my beſt Efforts prove vain, to ward 
The fatal Blow, I'll die with my dear Daughter. 


1 Exit Clytemneftra, 
Acbil. Madam, all this while TRUE xe 
My wonder kept me Dumb and Motionleſs. 
Was ic to me ſhe ſpoke? Am I Achilles? 
And muft your Mother, and a Queen diſgrace 
My noble Paſſion, to deſcend thus low 
With unbecoming Poſture, Prayers and Tears 
To move my Pity ? who is more concern d 
Than Thetzs's Son in your Safety? 


Yes; you may truſt my Love, th' affront is level'd 


At me alone c whatever they attempt, 
anſwer for a Life on which my own depends. 


But my juſt Anger does engage me further : 
Twere little to protect, I will revenge you, 
And puniſh all at once th'ignoble Cheat, 
That dar'd t'abuſe my Name for your undoing. 
Ipbig. Pray, my Lord, ftay Hear me. 
Achil. Gods, muft a Barbarian . 
Aff ront me thus! Whilft to revenge his Siſter, 
I fly to Troy; whilſt by my leading Vote, 
He holds command o're twenty Rival Kings; 
Whilſt for my Services, and Warlike Toils: 
Whilſt for the Price of that great Victory, 


* 


Which 


28 The VICTIM, or, 


Which will enrich him, Vindicate his W rongs, 
And crown his Name for ever with Renown; il 
I am contented: with the glorious Title 


Of being yours; the bloody:perjur'd Man 1 of 200 


_ Thinks little to deſpiſe the ſacred Laws 

Of Love and Nature, and to rack my Soul 

With the ſad View, of your dear, Virgin heart F 
Reeking upon an Altar; his black Deed _ 
Muſt ſtill be cover d hy a Marriage Pomp; 5 

*Tis I muſt lead you to the Sacrifice; 4 

My credulous Hand muſt guide the fatal Knife; 


And in the place of Husband, I muſt prove 


YourExecutioner—Gods! 1 growMad to think on't, 


Iphig. Ny Lord, let not your Paſhon' thus tran. 


| [ſport you. 
. Achil. Juſt Heaven! what had become of all my 
{ Hopes, 
Had not my coming foreftall'd your Arrival? 
The harmleſs Bride abandon'd to their Fury, 
Had vainly ſought her abſent Love, and met 
A Butcher Prieft : Still charging on my Name 
The bloody, barbarous Cheat. - Such Treachery | 
I will expoſtulate before all Greece. 
Madam, your Honour is concern'd in mine. 
And therefore you'll approve my juft Revenge; 
The cruel Man ſhall know Achilles's Wrongs 
Ne're went unpuniſh'd 
Ipbig. My Lord, if ever you did truly love me, 
Let now my Prayers and Tears diſarm your Ange 
Conſider that Barbarian whom you dare, 
That cruel, bloody, treacherous Enemy, 
Is ftill my Father ———. [ Deſign 
Achil: Your Father, Madam? No—— His black 
Leaves him no other than a Murderer's Name. 
Ipbig. My Lord, I ftill repeat it, He's my Father: 
A Father whum 1 love, whom Irevere; 
A Father who till now has cheriſh'd me, 
With all Indulgence and Paternal Care. 
My Heart brought, up e en from my Infancy, 
To * Reſj * is ſad when he's offended, 
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*Tis not our Nuptial Tie can ever cancel 
My Duty, and allow your furious Paſſion. 


| Yet, ſee, my Lord, how very much I love yon, 


Since I could bear to hear th* outragious injury, 
You offer'd to his Name. But how can you © 
Think him ſo-barharous that unconcern'd . 
He'd-ſee his Daughter bleed, if any way | 
He could prevent the cruel Sacrifice? i 2H 
Believe me, Sir, I ſaw him ſigh and weep. _ 

Do not condemn him till you hear his Reaſons. 
Muft his Heart, fill d with Horrors, ftill encounter 
Your raging Hatred? — : 
Aebi. Is't poſſible, Madam ! 


Amidſt your Danger is this all you fear? 


A wild Barbarian (for this Name befits him) 
Betrays you to the Priefl, like a tame Victim, 
And when my Tenderneſs would ftop his Fury, 
Vou ſeem concern'd to trouble his Repoſe 5; 
I'm ſilenc'd, he's excus'd, he is lamented ; 
For him you tremble, and tis me you fear. 


4 Has then Achilles ſued and ſigh'd in vain? "3 


Is this the Progreſs of my conftant Love ? | 
Ipb. Oh! Cruel Man! How can you doubt thatLoye, 


Of which I gave you ſuch convincing Proofs ? 
You ſaw how with dry Eyes, and undifturh'd,/ _ 


T heard the bloody Meſſenger of Death ; +) - 
But, all ye Powers of Love! How deep was my De- 
When at our firft Arrival the falſe News, { ſpair, 
Of your Inconſtancy came to my Ears? on 
My juft concern made me accuſe the Gods, 
Reproach your Falſhood, and curſe all Mankind. 
Then, then you might have ſeen, how much I value 
Your Love before my Life — Alas! I thought 
My generous Flames had rais'd me o're all Mortals. 
Perhaps the envious Gods have been provok' d, 
By the Exceſs of my Felicity. G92 ro 
Acbil. My Ipbigenia, 


As I am dear to you, be tender of your Life. 


Enter 


3 


eee 
at —— ee os — e —— * 
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* 


—— —— 


To act your part: He ſhall both ſee and — 


Let's ſtop a furious Lover, and event 


The Viera, wn 


Emer Clytemneſira, EB. 8 


chi. 85 undone, my Lord, unleſs es 
My Cruel Husband ftill avoids my fight, 
And keeps me from the Altar; twas in vain | 
I ſtrove to break my Paſſage through his Guards. 


He juſtly fears a Mother's loud Complaints, 


Achil. Then, Madam, it becomes me Ling: 
680. 


Ib. Alas! Madam! — My Lord, where Ain you go? 
bim. 


Acb. What will your un} aftPrayerse) Ria mer 
Muſt we oppoſe you firit? | | 
Clyt. — , what do you mean? 
Ipbig. Madam, by all the Gods | 


F 


A dangerous/meeting : My Lord, I beg you, bay: 
Too much of Wrath woutd raiſe your ju ju Roproachos, 
Lovers are pathanate ; my Father's jealous 

Of his Authority; 1 TE th' Arrides | 
Are fierce and haughty; let more gentle Tongues 


Melt him to Pity; wondering at my ftay 


He'll ſoon/be here to fetch me 
Then he mall ſoe a Mother's Heart oppreſt 
With throbhingGoief: He'll heat a Daughter's fghs; 
Nay, In do more: Inſtructed by my Love, 4 
F'llfpeak kind Things, and uſe endearing Arts 
To rouze in him the Father; to prevent” 


Your Grief, your Fury ; and to live for you. 


Acbil. Since tis your Will, 1 yield ; wi yoor 
-{Caunſels 
May yet- recal his loſt abandon'd Reaſon. 
Uſe all your ſoſt Per ſuaſions to fabdue 1 
His ſtubborn; cruel Heart; r 
His own repoſe, let bim take care of mine 
In your dear ſafety But T waſt time s 
In frivolous Talk ;*tis Deeds that muſt reclaim bim. 
aunt, compoſe your N in your Apartment: 
| [ To Chnemneſtrs. | 
In 
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la the mean time E'll ſee all things prepar'd, 
For your Defence; and I engage my Faith, 
Your Daughter's Liſe's ſecure, whilſt I haye breath; 


> | The Gods and Calcbas did her Death —— 85 


A XT 


. |; 


But my Word i is the ſureſt Oracle. | | 
The ud of the Think . 


eee teegcesec, cabal 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


| WSEESDSKSTOUSTIGSHCSHSSSS0SS 


4 


Zuter priphie, Doris, they fe on 4 green Bark near 


aged Sea Shore. n 


4 Som „ hy Mr. Ginn) Set 57 Mr. 


PURCEL, and Sung by Mrs. ERwin, 


q ORPHEN 


Ty: unru 


Alley the Fury 

Drive hence 1 Nel Iboug bis, aud aſe amy Deſpair, 
© Here ler indulgem Fancy ſooth my Pain, 

Here let me ſleep, and never wake Ein. 


I 


Ai $43 21. 


ä 1. 


8 thou RAY Gods 
Tumulrs of my Mind 
my anxious Care, 


Bl s this 1 feel ? What thi winkiy my Brend, 
Strikes ſuch; alarms, and will nor let me reſt 7 
Jie Fealouſ, z bormenting Fealauſ ! | 
The Bane of Love, tormenting Fealouſy * 


III. 


Inage, Trave, Mos my SoxPs o fire: 
Ter d with — _ fierce deſere. 1 


6G r. 150, 


32 The vicriu, „ 
My Strephon's loſs, I cannot, will nov bear; 
Fl be reveng d, and more tban Woman dare. 
Hea tb, only Death can nom my Thoughts employ, 


1 muſt my. Reval, or 1 ſelf teſter,” 5 


Dor. Madam, what blind Fury 

Can make you enry Ipbigenias Fate ? 

An hour, and ſhe's no more And yet you ſay 

Jou never was more jealous of her Bliſs. 
Heavens! What do you mean? what wild Deſign ? 

Eriph. Yes, Doris, yes: My Heart perplex'd with 

Beholds with envious Eyes my Rival's Fate. [ Cares, 
Ho bleſt ber Dangers! And how curft my Hopes! 

Didſt thou not ſee her Triumph? How Acbilles 

Was troubled and .concern'd ? I ſaw, Iſaw it: 

And ſhunn'd the ſigus of her undoubted Bliſs. 

The valiant, proud, inſulting, fierce allles, 
Acbille s dreadful to all humane kind 

A Stranger to all Tears, but thoſe he draws 

From others Eyes: Achilles, who tis ſaid; 

Was ſuckled by a Lioneſs or a Tigrels; 

Achilles for her now begins to tremble, _ 

Sighs and turns pale, and weeps, and yet thou  pitiet 
Her bleſt Condition; Death it ſelf were pleaſing, 

If I could purchaſe fierce Acbilles's Tears. ['Weeps. 

Dor. Dear Madam, moderate your Sorrous: * 
Or if you weep, let Iphigenia. 


And in an hour fhe d 
Eripb. No, Doris, then not die 
'Doft thou believe Achilles wept in vain? 

Thinkft thou his Love and Courage will lye buried 

In ſhameful Unconcern ? No, he'll prevent 

All her impending Dangers: Thou ſhalt find 

The angry Gods pronounc'd this Oracle 

To raiſe her Glory, aggravate my Woes, 

And make her ſtill the dearer to her Lover. 

Dor. What Reaſons, Madam, can raiſe this Sulpi, 
Eriph. Doft thoù not ſee [cion ? 
How all endeavour to * the Blow? r 


Beſpeak your Tears; 3 Ihe was our kind I... 


— 


ſ 
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The fatal Sentence is ill kept a Secret ; 
And tho* all things be ready at the Altar, 
The Camp is unacquainted with the Vidim. 
Does not this ſilence ſpeak a wavering Father? 
What can he do? what Heart of Flint or Steel 
Conld ere refiſt th? Aſſaults he muſt eneounter? 
The Rage and Fury of an incens'd Wife; 3 
A Daughter's Sighs and Tears; the deep Deſpair 
Of a whole Family; fond Nature's Struggle; 62 
Acbilles's threatning Love. No, tis in vain - © 
The Gods pronounc'd her Doom, for ſhe ſhall livez 
I, I alone muft be unfortunate. 
Oh! If I dared. — | 
Dor. Madam, what do you —_— | | 
Bripb. Why don't] follow | 4 
Theangry/Diftates of my 1 Mind? 
And publiſh to the Camp the fatal Sentence, 
The Oracle pronounc dʒand how by impious Silense 
They ftrive to make it void, and ſave the Vain 
The Gods demand -—— 
Dor Ob.! What a wind Diefiga ! 
Eriph. Oh! What exceſs of bog?) 
What Altars will the Trojans raile to me, 
If vindi icating my Captivity, : ; 
I ſow Difſention through the Grecian Camp, 
And arm Achilles againft Agamemnon! 
If Lean make them lay aſide their Quatre! 
Gainſt Troy; and turn their Arms againſt chemſelres 
If my malicious Wifpers can deſtruß 


14 - The Grecian Army, and ſecure my Country! g 


Dor. Madam, I hear a noiſe tis Chremnefr: * 
Compoſe your le ſe If, or avoid her Preſence. 
Eri. T&Cs in: And to prevent this hated Marriage, 


uſe ode means The Gods allow my Paſſion. 
| [Exev nt 7: gh Doris. 


| Enter Ciytemneſtra gina. 
Clye. Thou ſeeſt, gina, 1 muſt fly my Daughter: 


80 o far hes ſrom e defeg any Tears, 575 
3 ! 264k. WS 


—— 
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Or trembling ſor her Life, that ſhe excuſes 
Her cruel Father, and would have my Grief - 
Reſpe& the Hand that ftrikes the fatal Blow. - 
Ohl Conſtancy! Ob! Reverence! Oh! Lore? 
Vet to TR all theſe, my Savage Husband - 
Complains of her Delay. Fl — expect him 2 
For, ſure, he'll come t'ꝰ expoſtulate with ne 
The reaſon of her ſtay. But be appears: 207877 
Be huſht my Paſſion; let me try how ar 
He can diſemble bis baſe: eq worth #3 
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Agam. e mean n>How comes oe. 
Don't offer Ipbigenia to my ſignt? place 
I hed ſent Arcus to demand her from .—.— 
Where have you left her — — 67 
What ftays ker? Is it you? will Nan. | 
My juſt Requeſt ? And do you: wn En 1 
To follow to the Altar 27 | 

Ciyt, My Lord, if the muſt go, 0 
My Daughter's ready: But bees dong ftp you ? 
Agam. Me! Madam? | 
Clyt. ves: have vou taken care of an! 2. | 
Agam, Caleb is ready; th' Altar i is prepar'd. 
J have done all my Duty bid me do. 
Cljt. My Lord, you tell me nothing of the Vieim? 
_ Agem. Madam? 
What means * Falous Care 2 Late. 


Enter Beni 810 , 4 | 


C.. Come, Davghter, come; they only wait fo for 
be thankful to a kind, a loving Father, $ 
Who wilt himſelf conduct you to the Altar. 6 [eps 


Agam. What do I ſee! what means my W e*s Diſ- 
—* Fcourſe? 
Daughter, you weep, and look with downcaf * - 


What's this Diſorler??ꝰꝛ 
But both the Daugbter and the Mother weep. 
Ob! 4c! I'm betray —— Jebie. 


Wo. 
i: 


f 


„ 
— 


__ firſt be ſpil'd by you, 


on 


N 
1 — 
4nd 7 < * 


Ipbig. Father, be not alarm'd You re not betray'd: . 


Command and Vil obey; my Life: is Yours, 147 


Lou may-cetake:it without Artiſice. : or 1 


Vvich that contented and ſubmiſſive Heart, 4742 
Vith which I did accept a promis'd Husband, 


III muſt needs ſubmit to Heaven's Decree, 80 


Tl prove an innocent Victim, and reſpect 
The Blow you order; with all 7 — 
I'll ſpill that Blood, 'T have receiv'd: fron you. 


 Agam. Oh! dutiful Reſpect! Oh! wondrous Love! | 
iphig. Yet, if this Reverence, this humble 3 ; 


Seem to deſerve a: better ow wma. eo 56 Hu 


1 you can pity a fond Mother's Grief, 


y Lord, I dare to ſay, that as l am 
—— wr with bright Honour, Leould wiſh , 1755 
A milder Fate, and that the bounteous God's 
Would not cut off my Life ſo near its Spring. 

*Tis I firft calljd you by the Name of Father; 
— bat ſoft, endearing Name 


*Tis for that Name fo oft you thank d tbe Goa; 5 | 


*Tis I made your Delight; with me you "earns | 
To caſt off Majeſty, and not diſdain IF 
Wich fond-Carefſes to afſume the Father. 
Alas! With how much Eagerneſs and Joy, 
I loy'd; to hear the Names of all thoſe. Countries 
You went to conquer ? My 'p reſaging Hopes 
G e tꝰ anticipate the wiſh'd-for News 

Troy's Deſtruction, and pre par d a Feaſt 
To grace your Triumph. Little did I think, 
That to obtain your Victory, my Blood 


Oh Sheꝰ ll un man me with her tender Words 
＋ ig. Not that the horror of the threatning Blow 


Makes me remind You of your former Kindneſs. 
; No, Sir: My He eart ftill careful of your Fame, 


Shall ne*re expoſe my Father to a Bluſh. 

Oh! bad my Eife alone been my Concern, 

My grateful Thoughts had been conceal'd for erer 

Within wy dutious Breaſt. But, Sir, you know: | 

Fine on my wretched Fate a tender Mother, = 4 
n 


— — — 


3 to your own Daughter, to compleat 


—— — . 
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Anda fond Lover fi Wein Happineſ. 

A King whaſe Worth — lockt on this Day 
To light the Torch of our iltuftrious/Hymen 3+ 
Sure of a Heart, you gave me leave to miſe, / 
To bed Lon Love, he 1 8 
The happieſt of Manleind 
Your fatat purpoſe, judge of his Aar: 


* 


Lou ſee-my Mother's woe, pardon, dear Father, 


My weak endeavours to prevent their Tears. C Hp 
. Daughter, tis hut too true: The a 
emanda Victim, for what Crime, 1 or not: 


But you are nam d. A cue Oracle . 
Commands that you fhaſt bleed: 


To ſave your precieus Life from the black Doom, 
My Love prevented your endearing Prayere 
J wave to tell you how — Iwithſtood: 
Believe that Love which you juſt now atteſted. 
This very Night I did recal the Order, 
Whieh they before had wreſted from my Hand. 

I ſacrific'd to you the cauſe of Greece. 
My Ambition, my Safety, nay, Honour. 
Arcas was ſent to keep you from the Ca | 
But the Gods would not ſuffer he ſhould meet you ; 3 


They baffled my Efforts. Oh Wretched: Father, 


Who vainly_ ſtrove to guard, what they purſiie? 
Truft not to my unſettled feeble Power: 5 
VVhat Curb could bold a furious Multitude, 
Freed from th' uneaſy yoke of my Command, 


By holy Zeal, and ſuperſtitious Fear? 5 
Daughter, your hour is come, and you muſt yield. 


But, even in Death, regard your high Degree; 
And mind a Counſel which I ſcarce can follow: 


Since the ſad Blew that ſtrikes your Heart fhall fink g 


Deeper in mine; yet, let your Conſtancy, 5 

Approve your Birth, and make the Gods aſham'd 

Of their black Sentence. G0 Let all the Grecians 

Know by our Courage, tis my Blood they ſpitl. 
Clyt. : You do not bely your fatal Race: 


»Tis plain you ſpring from Atreus and Thyeſtes. 
Your 


4 


Your natural Cruelty, you only want 
To entertain me with the ghaſtly Feaſt | 
Of all herflaughter'd Limbs, Oh ?- "Barbarian ! | 


1 


Achilles and ' Iphigenis. 


Is this tW'auſpiciousSacrifice- your care 

Prepar'd, with ſo much Art and Secrecy ? | 

How could your Hand ſubſcribe the black Decree, 
And not be ſtopt by th' Horror of the Deed? | - 


— 
$ * 


_- 1 , 7 
35 3 


Asam. Oh! Wretched Father! [Weeps 


Chi. Force not before us a diſſembling Woe: 3 
Nor think your Tears can prove your Tenderneſs. 


V Vhat Fights are thoſe you fought in her Defence? 
VVhat Floods of Blood were ſpill'd to fave her Life? 


_ Where's the wildHavock that ſpeaks your Refiſtance ? 


What Heaps of Slain can filence my Complaints ? 


Theſe, Savage Man, theſe are the witneſſes, 


By which your Love ſhould ſhew your juſt ne, 
For Ipbigenia's Life. 


obs Madam, the Gods u muſt be obey d: * 
A fatal Oracle pronounc'd her Dom. 
Clyt. Have not all Oracles a dubious meaning ? 


Are the juft Gods--ſo pleas'd with murderous Deeds 


That Innocence muſt bleed? If Helen's: Crime 


Muſt be aton d for in her Family: Dn 


Let then Hermione be fetch'd from Sparta, 
She's her own Daughter: Let fond Menelaus 


VVith his own Blood redeem his guilty Wife. 
But what blind Fury leads you to the Altar, 
To expiate her Crime, and be his Victim? 


VVhy muſt Trend and tear a Mother's Breaſt, 


And pay his Fondneſs with my deareſt Blood? 
Nay, is this Author of ſo many Jars, 

This great Diſturber of the Eaſi and Weſt, 
A worthy Prize to crown your warlike Toils?. 
How often have we bluſk'd at her Difgrace ? 


Before your Brother by a fatal Tie 


Made her his Conſort had not Theſeus dared 


To ſteal her from her Father? Does not Call 


Aſſure us that from their clandeſtine Match 


A Princeſs ſprung, who ftill is left unknown? f 


38 The VIorI X, a, 


Agam. Oh! Cruel Honour 
_ Unfortunate Alliance 


Chi. But, no: A Brother Love, his injur d Honour, 


Are the leaft Cares rhat trouble your Repoſe. uf 
Your Thirſtof Empire, nothing can allaß; 
Your haughty Pride of having twenty Kings 
Attend and fear Tou: The ſupreme Command 


Lodg'd in your Perſon, theſe, On! Wild Barbarian, 7 


Thele are the Gods to whom you ſacrifice ; 

And careleſs of the Blow, your Ungconcern 

Courts the Applanſe of the affrighted Greeks. 

Too: jealous of your fatal envied Power, _ 
Lou re glad to purchaſe. it with your own Blood: 
And by ſo dear a Price deter the Boldneſss 
Of your Competitors. Is this to be a Father F 
Oh! I grow mad This cruel} Txeachery, | 
Hurries my Senſes into wild Diftraftion«- - + 

A Prieſt, ſurrounded by a barharous Crowd, 

Shall lay his murdering, Hand upon my — 5 
Shall Tear her Boſom, and with cruel Eyes 
Conſult her panting Vital- 

Whileſt I, who brought her to the Camp in Tcjumgh, 
Muſt return home, diſconſolate and attended 
VVith black Deſpair: I muſt behold the V Vay -- 
Still fragrant with the Elo wers ſtrew'd on her P 

No, no: It ſhan't be id I brought her bicher, -/ 
To be thus butcher d, if with che fame BloW 

You offer not a doubie Sacrifice, | 

No Tears, No Duty ſhalt e re part me from ber. 
Unleſs you tear her from. my flaughter'd hands. 
Barbarous Husband, — barbarous Father, 
Come, if you dare, and wreſ her from her Mother. 
Davghter, gin: At leaft this tim 


Tl be 

Exeum . Egina- 

Agamen Solus. 
Theſe are the furious Camours I expected 5 
Theſe are the loud Complaints I fear d to hear. A 
Yet, if my wavering and diſtracted Mind. 
bear d nothing but their —— I'd not regard * 
$! 


«a a. cc. 


Achilles and — 39 
Alas! VVhy did the Gods impoſe upon * 


| So rigid a Command, yet, leave me me Mil 
A Father's Heart? 


Enter ame 


Aebil. My Lord, a Arrange Report has reach'd my 


Ears. 

For both our Sakes 1 wiſh'it may be groundicly 
*Tis, ſaid, and with juſt horror I repeat it, 
That Ipbigenia by your Command | 
| —— this — ; That having filenc'd Nature, 
| all che DiQates of Humanity, 
VVith your own hand you give her to the Prieft 
That *tis my Name that brings her'to the Altar; | 
That you pretended, oy 
Theſe Nuptials to amuſe us; and to make me 
The ſhameful Inſtrument of this black Murder. 
VVhat ſay Jou tot, my Lord? what muft I think ent? 
Auen. My Lord, ä 
I never give account of what I do: | 
My Daughter's unacquainted with my VVill; 
But when 1 think it proper to inform her, 
You then may learn her Fate: I'll give the Camp 
My Sovereign Orders. 

Acbil. Too well T know what cruet Fate attends her. 

Agam. Then'why d'ye afk ? 
Acbil. VVhy1do a K 7 e Gods] Ist poſſible, 
That he can dare t' avo. o black a Deed ? 

Think you I will approve your wild Deſign? 


Think you ny plighted Reich, my Love, 17 77 Honon, | 


VVill e're 2 to let your Dau ts 
Agam. But You, who dare to ſpeak with de 
Voice 
Have you forgot who itis you aſk ſuch Queſtions? 
Acbil. And have you, Sir, 
Forgot who” tis I Love ? VVbom you affront 2 
Ag. Vvho bids you be concent d about my Family > 
Mayn't L dſpoe of IPigevic | if 
n 


— — — — — em 
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be you be. conſenting? Am IL not i 
Father ſtill? Is She your V Yife:? Mayn' he — 
Achil. No ——— ſhe's yours no more 
I'm not to be amus d with frivolous Hopes: 
You ſwore ſhe ſhould be mine ; and therefore, Sir, 
As long as I have blood within my Veins, 
I will maintain thoſe Rights your Promiſe gave. 
But, Sir, was't not for me ſhe came to Aulis? 
Agam. Expoſtulate with the Gods, tis they demand 


Accuſe the Prieſt, Uhyſſes, Menelans : | + Oer. | 


Accuſe the Camp; 3 nay, firſt accuſe your Sell, © 
Achil. Me! e 
Agam. Yes, you: VVho greedy of the Eaſtern Con- 

Quarrel each day with Neptune and the VVinds. 

You, who offended at my juſt Alarms, "1 

Have ſpread your eager Fury through: the Camp. 

My tender Heart had found a way to faye. mug: $267 

But Trey is all you wiſh, all yon demand. * N 

1 ſtopt the Race which you deſix d to run, el +£ ft LF \ 

Her Death will ſet it open; Go — he 

 Acbil. Hell. Furies! Can ] hear and bear all this! 

Is't thus you aggravate your Perjury  - TE 

VVith baſe Affronts? VVhat! Did Ie'redeſire. 

T obtain a VVind with Ipbigenia s Bloodꝰ 

VVhat great Concern. makes me repair to 10 

For whom do I neglect my Parent Goddeſs 

And my diſconſolate Father's fond Advice? 

VVhy do I court that Death the Oracle 


Foretold their Son? What wrongs are thoſe I IR | 


VVase're a Trojan Fleet ſo bold to dare 

Make a Deſcent on my Ibeſſalian Shore? 

Did ere a Raviſher come to Laxiſſa, 

To ſteal away my Siſter or my Nie: 

VVhat loſs have I ſuftain'd ? I&t not for you. 

Barbarian as you are, I fly to Ir ?? 

For you, whom I inveſted with Command NA 

Ore all the Grecian Princes and my ſel f?? 

For you, whom I reveng'd in flaming Lesbos, 

Before your gather'd Forces met in Aulive 
But what — Motive call'd us hither ? 


— 
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Was it not to refiore a raviſh'd Wife © 


Jo Aſenelaus? whocan think I will 


Be wanting to my ſelf, and tamely yield 
The Bride Love. Tis true your brother ſuffer'd 


A baſe Affront; but then has he alone 


A Right to *venge his wrongs? I too will vindicate 
My injured honour I love your Daughter: 
She only has my Vows: To her I promis'd 

My Ships, my Soldiers, nothing to your Brother. 
Let him purſue his V Vife, and ſeek a Triumph 
The Gods have promis'd to my Blood alone. 


VVhat's Hellen, Paris, Priamu to me? 
. Tonly aſk my Ipbigenia. 


She, She's the Prize for which I'll quit this Shore, 
And fly to Troy — N 
Agam. Then, fly from hence: Return to Theſſaly. 


1 diſingage you from your ſolemn Vows. 


Others will come, ſubmiffive to my Power, 


Io reap thoſe Laurels, which to you were promis d. 
And forcing Deſtiny — Deeds, ä 
Will gladly meet their 


Death before the Walls 

Of ruin'd Trox. I ſee through your Contempt, 
How dear I bought your haughty, proud Aſſiſtance. 
By your inſulting Speech it ſeems you are | 
The Arbiter of Greete, and that I bear 

An empty Title. To your boaſted Valour 

All muſt ſubmit: All follow your Command. 

A kindneſs when reproack'd becomes an Injury: 


I ask leſs Valour, more Obedience. 


Away— — I cancel] all our former Ties, 
Regardleſs of your Friendſhip, or your Hatred. 

- Acbil, Thank that one Tie that holds my boiling 
I ftill reſpeſt my Iphigenia's Father. _ [Paſhons 
But wer't not for that Name, perhaps the Chiet 


Of twenty Kings had dar'd me once for all. 


One Word and I have done: But mark me well. 
Your Daughter and my Honour ly at ftake : 

F will defend them both; and if you'd reach 
The Heart you aim to ſtrike, this is the Paſſage. 


[Points to bis Breaſt. 


f E Exit Ac bills. 


ot 


| Thy haughty Love, that thinks to make me tremble, | 
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Daughter was more dreadful by her Self, 


Anticipates the Blow, thou meaneft to ward. = 
No more Debates | 215 
It is reſolv'd I'll brave his Inſolence : 8 

My injur'd Honour ſummons all my Reaſon, 

And his proud Threats determine the Conteſt, 
*Twixt Nature and the Gods; for now my Pity 
Would look like e Guards 


En ter Eurybates, Guards. 


Euryb. My Lord. 2 
Agam. What am! doing ! 


| How can I gire the bloody, raſh Command ? 


Barbarous Man! 

What Fight doſt thou prepare? what hated Foe, J 

Art thou expoſing to their Violenceʒ 

A Mother waits me: An undaunted Mother, 
Who will defend her *gainft a murdering Father. 

J ſhall behold my Men leſs cruel than my ſelf, - 

Reſpect my Daughter guarded by their Queen. 
Tis true Acbilles threatens and contemns me: 

But ſtill my Daughter's conſtant to her 2 815 i; 

She neither flies the Altar, nor declines = 
With murmuring Diſcontent the Blow I ire. 
What means my horrid, ſacrilegious Zeal? 

What Vows can I addreſs for ſuch a Vidim 1 

A glorious Harveft waits me: But what — 

Can pleaſe; when ftain'd by Ipbigenia's Blood ?:? 


I will appeaſe the angry Gods: But, oh! [I my ſelf? 


What Gods, can be more cruel to me, than I am to 
No : t cannot be. I yield to Love, to Nature: 
I'll not bluſh at my Pity, ſhe ſhall lire. a 


But what! am J 


Regardleſs of my Fame? moſt proud Hebilles 
Carry the Day, and think I fear*'d'his Threats ? „ 71 
What frivolous Care diſturbs my anxious Mind! 


He loves my P ter; 
J augh "ew 


— 


4. And this hall make her Sentence paſt recal: 
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She'll make another bleft, Eur nowe 
Call hither Clyremne$ra, and the Prince 
Tell them they need not fear, — 


[Exit Eurybates. 
Almighty Powers ! 
If your immortal Hatred perſeveres 
To wreft her from my Hands, what can 

L weakMortals do! 
Iknow my Love deftroys what I would * 

fave ; e Kneeling. 

Yet ſuch a Victim does at leaft deſerve 
A confirmation of your rigorous Laws, 
Aud that you ſhould demand it once a- 


Cain. J 


Enter Clytemneſtra, Ipbigenia, 
Eriphile, Egina, Doris, Eurybates. 


Madam, you and your Daughter may depart : 
Her Safety be your Care. Haſte from this Place 


"| By Arcas, ſhall attend you; IT excuſe 
His happy Raſhneſs. Secrecy and Speed 
Are now requir'd : Both Calchas and Uhfſes 
| Have hitherto been ſilent; and therefore 
Take heed they're not acquainted with your Flight. 
Difguiſe your Daughter, that the Camp may N 
I keep her here, and ſend you back alone. 
I G0, fly 
And may the Gods contented with my T ears/[Weeps 
|| Spare me the Sight of Jphigenia 
© [| For a long time. Guards, attend the Queen. 
if ? cht. Gh! Husband ! FOE 
to Ipbig. Oh! Father! [Weeps. 


| Agam. Once more, avoid thi, impatient, cruel 


[ Prieft : 
Be gone, fly hence To favour your Eſca bo 
I'll find ſome Reaſons to make him ſuſpend, 
The fatal Sacrifice tin the next Day. 
| {Exeunt all but Eriphile, Doris is. 
F 2 Eripb. 


7 9 
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el 


Where cruelty bears ſway. My Guards, commanded 


* eee e 
1 
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E Doris, this Way. © | ada 
"4 Madam, don't you - follow ? pre 
Eripb. Oh! Tyield at laft: 3 
1 feel the Power of Jealouſy and Love; 
Acbilles's Tenderneſs fills me with Rage. 
It is reſolved, I be reveng'd or fall, 
Come, to the Prieft I wi diſeover at. 


, * ö 


"TExeunt Eriphil, Doris. 


| 


The End 2 the Fourth At, 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 


eee uma uu 


Enter Iphigenia, Zgina bolding her. 


Phig. Aging, 1 to ſtop me: Go, return 
] To my abandon'd Mother: Th' angry Gods 
Muſt be appeas'd; ſee how they are provok'd 

By our Efforts to rob them of their Vittim. 
Behold what Storm is gathering thiek around 85 
Oh! See to what Diſtreſs the Queen's reduc'd; 
See how the furious Camp prevents our Flight * 


Stop up our Paſſage 
Esin. Dear Madam, ſtay: 
Don' t run to certain Ruin. 
Ipbig. All hopes are vaniſh'd; 
Our Guards repuls d: My Mother in a Seon 2 
Oh! Why ſhould Jexpoſe her any more? 
Or wait her fzeblehelp in vain? No, rather 
Let me fly from her; whiteſt her troubled Senſes. | 
VVill fuffer me to meet my diſmal Fate. 
See, [ce how all conſpires for my undoing, 


1 


For 


| 


1 


How with bold Inſolence their Nh Spears MF | 
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For even my Father when he bids me Live, 
Commands my Death. 105 
Ain. He, Madam? Hoh 

Ipbig. Achilles, 1 ſuppoſe, offended him, 

Too eager to defend his injur d Love. 

Yet, as he hates him, I muſt hate him too. 

My Heart muſt offer up this Sacrifice, 

This horrid, cruel, Sacrifice of Love. 

Arcas declar'd to me my Father's Will: 

He orders I fhall never ſpeak to him. 

| gin. Oh! Cruel Father ! 

| _ 7pbig. Oh! Fatal Doom! Oh! Rigorous Decree! 
The milder Gods demanded but my Life 
Then let's obey; Let's die; —— what do I ſee ? 
Heaven! Achilles. | 


Enter Aebilles. p | 


Acbil. Come, Madam, follow me: Fear not the Tu- | | 
| 2 n | © + 

| Of that weak Crowd that preſſes round this — 

Do but appear: You'll ſee this Multitude 

Ne'ce dare to ſtand the fierceneſs of my Arm, 


But open of themſelves to let you paſs. 
My Friend Patroclus, with ſome other Captains 
That follow my Command, fly to your Succour 
| With all the Choice of my Jbeſſalian Troops. 
8 Ls The reſt, aſſembled near my Tent, will offer: 
| Th' impenetrable Bulwark of their Ranks. 
ſ Behind this ſhelter you may bid defiance 
Io all your Perſecutors: Let who dares 
Approach Acbilles's Tent. But, Madam, is't thus 
You ſecond my Efforts? And anſwer me 
Only with Tears? You try'd' their feeble Succour 
Before your Bather, yet *twas all in va in. 
' Jphig. My Lord, too well I know it, and therefore 
I have no hopes but from my certain Death. 
Acbil. Oh! Name not Death: Conſider by what 
You're join'd to me: Conſider all my Bliſs [Tie 
Depends on you.. 2 | 
F 3 , Ipbig. 


46 e Gras nn 
Iphig. No, no: The Gods did nere intens 
To fx your Bliſs on my unhappy Days. | 
Our Love deceiv'd bs; Tis by Heaven decreed. 
My fpeedy Death ſhall cauſe your Happineſs : Bal 
My Lord, conſider what a Crop of Glory. ::- 
Vict' ry preſents to crown your warlike Teils. 721 
Yet all thoſe Fields of Honour will prove barren, 
Unleſs beſprinkled with my fatal Blood. 
In vain my Father ftrovet* evade the Sentence 
That Calchas had pronounc d: Th' Immortal oy 
Loudly declare their Will by the whole N 
Combin'd for my undoing. — 

Achil. Madam, þ | 

Achilles will encounter the whole Camp, 
And filence their loud Threats. 
Iphig. My Lord, - 

Let not my Life deprive you of your Honours : 

| Make good the Oracle: Go. ſignalize 5 
That famous Heroe promis'd to our Couatry, 
And wreak you Grief upon its cruel Foes  . 
Now Priamis turns Pale: Now Troy alarmd f 
Shakes at my funeral Pile, and dreads your ur- 85 
Lay waſte the hated City: Leave my Death — 
To be lamented by the Trojan Widows. | 
I die contented with theſe. pleaſing Hopes, 
That if my cruel Stars do not permit, | 
J ſhould live happy with my dear Achilles, 
Yet After- Ages will record my Name © 
With your immortal Deeds, and that my Death, 1 
The Spring of your fam'd Actions, will begia . | 
The wondrous Story. I 
Farewel, my Prince: Bleft Off. ſpring of the Gods, 
Farewell. 

Aebi l. No, no : You ſhall not t ike your fatal leave: 
InjJvain your-cruel and perſuading Arts, % 
Slily endeavour to deceive my Love, | 
And ſerve Your barbarous, inhumane Father; 

In vain you're obftinate to your undoing, RE 
Aud ftrive to make my Honour an Accomplice 
That Crop of glorious A I that Renown, _ 


due as. ta. 1 


; „ a 
Aebilles and Iphigesia. 4 
I find them all in ſaving what f love. 
Who, for the future, would court my aſbftance, 
If I could not ſecure my ptomis d Bride? 
My Love, my Honour, both hid you ſhould live. 
Madam, obey their Call, and follow me. 
What! Sir, rebel againſt my Father! 
And ſo deſerve that Death you bid me ſhun! 
What muſt become of my Reſpect, my Duty 2 


Ach. Diſcharge them both in following a Husband, - 


— Your Father has approv'd. In vain he er 
To rob me of that Title; I' ne're ſuffer 

The Violation of his ſolemn Promiſe. 

Madam, your Self, whom rigid Duty aws, 

Did not you own him as Four — when 

He gave you to me? Do you only follow 

His ſovereign Will when ceaſing to be Father, 

He murders his own Daughter? 

But, Madam, we waſte Time, and my juſt Fears. 
[Goes to lead ber away. 

Iphige. What! My Lord, would you force me from 


my Duty? 


| And burst by your fierce.and i impious Paſſion 

_ Compleat my cruel: Woes ? How can you be 

Leſs tender of my Honour than my Life? 

Alas! My Lord, ſpare JIphigenia : 

Spare my Afflickion. 1 — broke already 

That rigorous Law IT ought to reverenſe. 

I'm guilty even to hear you ſpeak: Let not 

Your unjuſt Vict'ry go any further. 

Elſe with this Hand I'll fall a Sacrifice, 

To my wrong'd Duty, and ſo tree "ſelf 

From Jour unkind and dangerous Aſſiſtance. 
Acbil. Well: Ihave done: Go, cruel Fair, obey: 

And meet that Death you court: Reſign to Calchas 

A Heart in which I find more Hate for me, 

Than Duty to your Father. A juſt Fury 

Seizes my Soul, and animates my Cour 

If th* angry Gods are fond of Death and Murder, 

Their Altars did ne're reek with ſo much Blood 

As I ſhall ſpill ; my angry Love ſhall cancel a 


48. be VicTin, or, 
All Duty and Reſpect; the Prieſt ſhall firſft 
Be ſacrific'd, and ſatisfy the Gdss. 
The funeral Pile, broke down with my own Hands, 
Shall ſwim amidſt your Murderer's Gore. 
And if in this wild Havock, your oun Fatber 
Should fall, you'll ſee th' effect of your raſh Duty, 
And know the fatal Elow your Honour guides. 
| e Exit. Acbilles abruptly; 
Ipb. My Lord! My cruel Lord! But he flies from me! 
e WR] 1 [Goes toſtop bim. 
= Heaven! By whoſe unchangeable Decree, 
Ny Death is order'd, here, whileft yet alone, 
End both myLife and Fears: Let all your Bolts be ſpent 
On Ipbigenis's devoted Head. | ts 


Enter Ciytemneſtra, Arcas, Eurybates, Guards. 


Chr. Yes: I'll defend her againſt all the Army: 

Baſe Villains How dare you thus betray your 
Plan [hopeleſs Queen. 

Arc. Madam, do but Command, yow'll ſee us fight 
And die in your Defence. But ftill Conſider 
How little you can hope from our weak Hands. 
What can we do *gainft all your numerous Foes ? 
*Tis not a giddy Crowd we muft encounter, 
But an embattled Camp, whoſe furious Zeal, 
Supports the Prieft with ſuperſtitious Boldnefs. 
All's deaf to Pity ; Tenderneſs is filenc'd ; | 
Calchas alone bears Rule and domineers: 
»Tis rigid Piety demands the Victim. 
The King himſelf, bereft of his Command, 
Bids us give way, and ſhun th' impetuous Torrent. 
In vain th' invincible and fierce | Achilles IXrage; 
VVould ftrive t'oppoſe theStorm with dauntleſsCou- 
Madam, what can he do? what Valour-could diſpel 
That Multitude of Foes that will ſurround him? 

Clyt. Then let them come and prove their impious 
On forlorn me: Let their blind Fury cruſh © [ Zeal 


P as ity. Ate 
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Achilles and Tphipenia. 49 
The weak Remainder of my wretched Life, 


Death, Death alone is able to unclaſp 


raſping Hands from Tpbipenia. | 
Soul {hal} fit ſt be — my B 
Than Clytemneſtra from het deareſt Daughter 

eee | [Lays bold on Iphigenia. 
Ipbig: Oh! Madam! What cruel Star did tuſe 
we inauſpieieus Day when you brought forth 
h* unhappy Object of your tender Love? 

Alas! What can your weak Efforts perform, 


| Abandon'd as we ate? You muſt encounter 


Both Gods ind Men Confederate to undo me. 
Meet not the — of a fierce Multitude; 
Let not your Fondneſs lead you to the Camp, 
Againft a Husband's Orders, and alone 
Strive not in vain to ſave ne 


Don't aggravate my Woes with the ſad View 


Of a dear Mother baſely dragg'd along 

By a licentious Band of furioùs Soldiers. f 
Go——lct the Greeks appeaſe the angry Gods; 
Aud leave for ever this deteſted Shore, 

y from the ſight of thoſe devouring Flames, 
Which would oppreſs your tender Heart withGrief, 
While they conſume your Guiltleſs Daughter 
And, as you love me with Maternal Fondneſs, 


I beg you ne*re reproach my Father with my Death. 


Clyt. What! Not reproach the wild Barbarian, 

VVho leads his Daughter to a Murdering Prieſt 
' Iphig. Madam, Conſider 6 | 

All he has done to ſave me, and prevent 
Your Killing Grief. F142 

Clyt. Oh! By what Treachery 
The cruel Man deceiv'd me 

Ipbig. Madam; He but reſigns me to the Gods, 
That gave me to bim: Yet Fate takes not from you 


The only off-ſpring of your nuptial Joys. 


Your mutual Loves have ſtill another Pledge 
n young oreſtes: may he prove leſs fatal 
o his dear Mother; than his wretched Siſter. 


You 
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You hear the Voice of an impatient People. 
{ Shoutings michly, 

Summon your Conftancy ; Pray, let me go 


Now take my laſt Fare wel- [Clytemneftra fam. 


Arcus, Lead to the Altar. 
[Exeunt Ipbigenia, Arcas. 


ch. Where? Where's my Daughter? [ Recovering. 


| No, no, you ſhall not go alone 
But I am ſtopt ([' [Guards ſtop ber Paſſage with Pikes, 
Villains, treacherous Villains, let me go 
Or ſatisfy your Thirſt of Blood in me. 
Ain. Madam, what would you do? where would 
You run? [ Bolding ber. 
Chi. Alas! My Spirits waſſe in fruitleſs ſtruggles: 
I ſtill relapſe into that faint diſordber, | 
Which I had ſcarce recover d. Muſt I live 
Oaly to die a thouſand Deaths 
As. Curſt be that treacherous, inhumane Serpent 
Your Daughter cheriſh'd in her friendly Boſom. 


Reveal'd our Flight to Calebas and the Camp. 


Monfter of Envy, Jealoufie and Rage 

What! Shalt thou live! Muſt thy black Trexchery 
Remain unpuniſh'd ! But why ſhould my * 
Demand ſo poor a Victim? 

Shall then juſt Neptune ſee his Banks diſtain d 
With innocent blood, and not devour the Grecian: 
In the dark bottom of the watry Deep? N 
| Shall the VVinds too, whom they ſo long accus e 5 
T Be Partners in their Crime, and not de 7 


. Their guilty Fleet? 
Y And Thou, immortal Sun, who on this Shore 


Beholdſt the Son and Heir of bloody Atr eus 


| © — Thou, who diſdain'dto light the barbarous Feaft 
* Of his inhumane Father, now withdraw , 
Thy Beams, and ſhine not on this impious Deed. 
But now, Oh! Heaven I Oh *Earth !Qh?. Wretched 


| VVith fatal Garlands  Ipbigenis crewn'd, Db 


Curft be Eripbile, whoſe jealous Fury - SOL 


Chr. Oh! Monfter, whom Tifpbone brought forth? 
' Monſter, whom Hell convey d into our Boſoms ! + 


4 
2 
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A ſilent Victim, waits the cruel Knife | 
Her Father has prepar'd;. the murdering Prieft 
Ts juft ready to ſtrike Hold, Butchers, hold: 
The Bloed you ſpill derives from mighty ore 
Hold Hold. [Runs off with ber Maids. 
; 0 LExeunt Omnes. 


' While « Symphony is playing an Altar is rajod near the 


Sea* Shore. 


Fxnter King Agamemnon weeping ; Menelaus, Neftor, 
My Ulyſſes, Arcas, Oe. | 


Gi, , M kt > tant as ens 
Prieſts; Eriphile, Doris. 


ACHORUS of PRIESTS. 
y The INVOCATION to D IANA. 
Set by Mr. Fino x: 
7 Sung by Mr. FREEMAN. 

| 1. 


2 | EN! n f 
PF, 3 H' Diana ! Whoſe dread Eyes 
co '. Delight in bumane Sacrifice ; 


Ob! Diana! Ceaſe to from: 
| And with genile Smiles look down, 
' While with flowry Wreaths we this fair Vidim crown, 


Chorus. Crown, Crown, the Vitim Crown 
_ That bleeds for * 1 
And on ber Virgin bead | 
| The pure Libation ſbed, T7 
While ibeſe to chafte Diana boly Meaſures tread. 


—— 
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Sung y Mrs. Erwin. 


Guardian of each” Hill and Grove. 
| 24" IN of th — 
proſperous Gales 
Our ſpreading Sails ? | 
+0414 AG we Phrygian Co 1 4's | | 
© © Conveyybe Grecian Hoſt; © of 2 | 
| Thes with Tvenging Arm's 55 may 3 ny 


Th adujterous Guei, with by ious Troy. 
Chorus. That with avenging Arm 5, . K. | 


3 


f 2785 ; . Sang by Mr oi, Pate. . / 0 
£ This al Vitim our Aronement 1 | 
For, hark! The flu Minds awakes; 

See, ſee the 1 now big _ War, 

Fh. wifrly 10 e Trojan Shoar. 
Wat Hark! Now the glorious Hin's begun, 


Nr 


ſ Now, now the Drums * 
And all around, 5 * 
The loud Trumpets reſound, #:. | 
| * * And Clavg lor e | 
$2 2 c The wild Furies of B 
Laft 3 The. ViGorg's. won, 


Ie! Je! Viltorutal They alt ſhout mai, 
victoria! Great Hettor, great Hector is ſlainz 


Ss 
LES - 4 


:- 2 © They run, uben 3 ; 


Teoy/s' wen: Her rx un 4. 
K Se, ſee; bow i ; 
(Jo! lo! Villaria ae! 
Laſt Chorus. 


e a Drums tante, . . 5 
'1 s 
| 


Acbilles and Iphigenia. 53 


| ART © WWE 4; Vie | 2 
As Iphigenia is leading 10 be Sacrific'd, ibe Sun, is 


Eclips 4; Screaks in the Air; Subterranean Groans 
and Howlings ; Thunder. ee 


Calch. What mean theſe Horrors ! 


The Sun withdraws his beamy Light; the Air 


— 


Hold Murderers, hold“ 


Ts fill'd with hideous Screaks; and gloomy Hell 
Sends up fierce Groans and Subterranean Cries. 
Almighty Fove himſelf; with threatning Thunder. a 


Declares his Wrath; all Nature is in Pain. 


Claſbing of Swords within. 
Enter Achilles, Patroclus, and Followers. 


Acbil. Where! Where's my Ipbigenia! 


Eripb. Oh! Dor is, how I tremble! _ 1, / 


| [ hold. 
Caleb. My Lord, contain your Paſſion: I bid you 
The Gods themſelves are * They muſt firſt 
| w ; U heard. [Thunder . 


Calchas goes behind the Altar to conſult the Or a» 
dle and then returns with a wild, ſtaring Look, 


_ I'll ſpeak, I'll ſpeak: Let all the Camp be ſilent: 


Acbilles be attentive 


The Goddeſs we adore- unfolds the Oracle, 


And ſpeaks her Will by my prophetick Tongue. 
Another Princeſs: of the Blood of Hellen, 
Another Jphigenia muſt fall a Victim. 

From Hellen raviſh'd by bold Theſeus 


A Princeſs ſprung call'd Jphigenia, 


Who fill remains unknown. 
I ſaw, I ſaw my ſelf th? unhappy Fruits 


Of their unlawful Love; and even then foreteld 


8 Her fatal Boom 


By Deſtiny's impulſe, and her own Furies, 
e | = She's + 


4 * 
BY. 
1 i _ 
Th 
oO, 


$4 The Vic Tim, or, 
She's come to Aulis with a borrow'd Name. 


She ſees, the hears me: : There the ſtands: Tis the 
1 2 to n. 


The Gods 401 . 


4s Calchas is T0 is bold on Eri hile; | 
| jm the Knife. phile; ſbe 


Eris Butcher, went! Let not toy impiobs Hands 
Prophane that Blood from which thou ſayſt I ſpring 
Now, Doris, all my Fears are come to paſs; L To Dor. 
Yet, tho the angry Goddeſs bids me die. 


I fall a Victim to a greater Power. 
Almighty Love now ftrikes the fatal Blow: [Stubs 


Cher folf. 
Achilles, Dear Achilles, —— | L Dies. : 


big. — Maid! 
Tbunder and Lighting ; The Aker is lighted; be 


flat Scene opens, and diſcovers a Heaven at 4 
- diſtance; Diana, in 4 Machine, croſſes the Stage; 


The Prieſts worſhip as Ibe paſſes. 


cc Great Sir, the Gods are ſatisfied ; [Gives 
: [1phig. ro Agamem. 


And Ipbigeni is yours again. 
Agam. Muſt I believe my Eyes! Oh! Sir! Oh! 
Daughter * ! [Embraces ber. 

Acbil. Oh! Infinite of Joy od 
Arcas; fly to the Queen, [To Arcas. 
Tell her the Princeſs lives. My Lord, 1 hope 


You will forget. Cl Agzmemnon. 5 
Aam. Ves: I forget all: 3 
Nay, I forget my ſelf, Pm loft in Joy. 4 
The Gods are reconciPd and ſo ſhall you als; : 
My Daughter ſhall be Yours: The Queen that] give 


Thus J wil 2 her dire Diftreſs ; | IE „ 
us 


| * Achilles and Iphigenia, 353 
„ Thus I'll atone for my Barbarity. | 
1 [ The Winds and Sea roar; Shoutingss 
Aabil. Oh! Tranſports of Delight! Oh! g rave 
My Love is crown'd ; the Winds begin to raat̃, 
And fill our ſpreading Sails; to Ir, to Troy, 
To Victory and Fame. ————  ___ 
Caleb. Let After - Ages learn from this great Day, 
To reverence the Gods ſupreme Decrees: 
For they are juſt, and ever recompence, 


True Piety, and ſpotleſs Innocence. 9 
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75 the DEATH of FREE- THINK ERS, &c. Done 


from the French of Monſieur Des- Landes, of tnje 
e Academy of Sciences in France, and e Wy 


he Poet ruſticanis Otium. | 


The ANNALS of.. ANNE, Yeart-the Touth 


and Eleventh, containing in 25 all the Steps 


that bave gal made ; 


A $ 5A 


The Monthly POLITICAL STATE of GREAT 
BRITAIN , containing all the Material Tranſactio on 
15 


in Great Britain and Ire land, from the 
of Seprember 1210, to the laſt Day of December” 
5/2 Won either Single, or in Si . W 
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